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CONTENT 5 


Ag SK if yon demaſk 10ſec be ſucet 

Adieu ye ſtreams that ſmooi}:ly ow 
Attend all yt tair, and I'll tell Fe the art 

As Chloe fit ſhelter'd and breath 'd the cool air 
A friend of minc came hicre yettteen | 

Ah! Chloris could Inu but t ea, 
As tink'iing Tom the ttreets lis tiale did ory 
By the gi y circling ęlaſs | 


By dimp led brook and f£umtain brim 


Beneath a green ſhade I tand a fo:r mai 
Beflic's bcautics ih ut fac bright 

Contented 1 am ard contented III be 
Conde Roger and Nei}, come Simkiu and Pell 
Dear Tom, this brown jug 

From the caſt breaks the morn | 

Fly ſwiftly ye minutes till Comas receive 
tant me kind Bacchus the pod of the vine 
Hear me, galla':t ſailor, hear me 7 


Here's a health: to the jolly woud=cutter 


Hearken and I will tell you how 
How blyth ilk morn was I to ſee 
How little do the !andmer, know. 


+ How ſtands the glaſs around 


I love's a ſweet paſſion 

In a ſmall plcataut village 

In wine there is all that iu life you can name 
I-made love to Kate | | 
I've been courting at a laſs | 

In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 


I have & green purſe and a wie pickle gowd 


In winter when the rain rain'd cauld 


Jove when he ſaw my Fanny's face 


Let gay ones and great 


Loet me wander not unſcen 


Let politicians ll cortmce e 3 ; 
My fond ſhepherds of late were fo blik 


My banks they arc furnith'd4 with becs 


NMortals wiſcly learn to meaſure 
Ny days have been ſo wond'rous free 
Now the happy Knot is ty d 


No Phebus ſinkceth in the weſt 


Old bards have ſung how they could boaſt. 

O greedy Midas, I've been told Y 

Ot all the occupations | 

O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourz 
Of race divine thou needs mult bs 0 
On a bank „f flowers, in a tummer-day 


One «ven: 8 good humour tobk wit, a» his ne 
| Puſh about the briſk glats, 1 rroclim lim an 4. 


Preach net me your multy iules 
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7 hillis, as her wine ſhe Cy 
Rail no more ve ar: ite 4098 
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Sylvia, wilt tl: 00 Malle thy prime * N 
Save women and win-, ct is nothin in luc 20 
Say. muſe, what numbers vill relate | 33 ö 
"The echoing horn calls the tpertinten broad 1 
The ſun trom the caſt tips the ino; Ans with god 5 N 
72 he lark's ſhrill notes 4 
The world, my dear Myra, i. . U of icit 5 | 
There was a Jolly miller 04+ 2% 1 
To think on one's tulli.s, is fymetimes bat 71 27 
de lark was up and the mornte £ ray 34 
*Tis nae very lang fin fine BY 
Tuas in that ſeaſon ot thc year 33 
The Lis of Peatie's mill az 
The carl he came o'er the caf: 51 | 
J he laſt time I came ve the moor | - 4 
Thc vight her ſilent table we - . 77 | 
The ſmilino morn the breathing ſpring | _” 9 
Tarry wor, tat ry woo | | 1 
Tell me, lates, have ye en 63 5 
The ſun was ſleeping in the main 1 
Ihe wanton God that peirces hearts _ | 69 
To take in god part the ſqu-eze ut ti und 176 
© day let us never be faves 77 
The lwect rofy mern preps over tus hills - "2d a 
Volcan, coutrive me ſuch a cup | na " 
Vamly now ye lirive to chr me | — a 
M hen Vhacbus the tops oft the hals, Gl. | 3 
Vith early hors. ſalute the n.12 1 
With borus and with hounds 4 
Why will you my paſſion reprove — Ln 14 
When 1 di let me have bs. 1% * 
With women and wine, 7 defy ee ry cor* = 4 
| bed hat beauty docs Flora dito 2 a 4 
| Ville was « wanton wag 5 
Wi ine, wine is alone tc brick e lin: 90 
bence comes it, neiptbour Dick . 
What is love, fuzitattie boy i 74 
When 1 think on this warld's elf | | 14 | 
w ould Joh Hey tlic A ti. e eit — 5 5 
; With an hone cl frei d and a moary c np 78 
Lou tell mc I'n. handſome 0 ö 
Ye chearfal virgins, have ye ſcen | __ 
Ye rim, {> cheartol and Hy | 1 
Ye ihepretd> give car to my l LI 
Le wolieſ me ſparks ef the town =» | 23 
Ye prigas win arc tron ed 1 
Ye me rials whom frucles aud troubles n. 1 
© Yorns F. J Woes nnen | | 6 
Youno Neger ot the mill | | 69 
V8 ag Coun proteits I'm his joy and deligbr. 7 
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T H E 


CHEARFUL COMPANION. 


3ONG I. 


Wie Phorbus the tops of the but: Sons adora, 


How ſweet is the lound ot the echoing horn! 


When the anteling ſtag 1 is rous'd with the found, 


Erecting his ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 


And thinks he has leſt us behind on the plain : 


But ſtill we purſte, and now come in view of the glo- 
rious game. 


O! ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And winved with fear he redoubles his fave). 


Bat ah! tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the cries. 
For now his ſtrength fails him, he hear ely tes, 


And he pants, till with well- ſcented hounds gur. duuded 
he dies. 


SONG UI. 


\ ITH early horn ſalute the mora 
'Y That gilds this charming Place; 
Witt chontal cries bid F cho riſe 
And join the jovial chace, 
The vocal Intis around, 
The waving woods, 
The cryſial floods, 
Return th' enliv'ning ſo: ms. 


SONG UI. 
# echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 4 


To horſe, my brave boys, aud away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraigs our too tedions delax. 
A 


„ 
Nun 1 enſbre we feel in purſuing u for; 
Oer hill and o'er valley he flics. 


Th en {ollow ; we'll ſoon overtake him. Hu a ? 
The trait os is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


1 87 1 phant returning at night with the ſpoi!. 


Like Bacchanals ſhonting and gay. 
1 tr ect with a bottle aud laſs to reſreſh. 
ud lole the ſatigues of the day. 
\\ 2 ſport, love, and wine fickle fortune duty ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
dince liſe is no more than a paſſage at belt, 
it's itrew the way over with flowers. 


SONG W. 


771. ſui rom the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 
Anu the meadows all fpangled with dew- drops 


behold : 


| Hear the lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 


Aud tue horn's cacartul lummons rebates our delay ; 


Cuozus. 
| With ile tte field fete Hein d. 
7177 5 —— Tas Rl the hexide 17 Ju * . 
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Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 


The prieſt huats a living, the lawver a ice; 

he doctor a patient, the courticr a place; 

Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
Ji it, the ſhorts, XC. | 


The cit hunts a plumb, while the ſoldier hunts lame ; 3 
Ihe poct a dinner, the patriot a name 
And the artful coquet, tho' the ſeems to reſuſe, 
vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover 28 
[ith the fforis, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory nd wealur; 
Ali the bleſſings we aft is the bleiling of health; 
With hound and with horns thro” the e e to 
roam, 
And, when tired abroad, find contentment at 1 
#1 11h ihe ſports, &c. | 
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to 
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SONG V.. 
FT gay ones and great 
N. its the molt of their fate. 
From pleaſure to ple ature they run. 
Well, v'ho cares a Jot : * 


I cavy them ust, 
While 1 have my dog and my 2 Zun. 


For exerciſe, air, | 
To the fields 1 repair, 


With ſpirits unclouded and Jiht ; 
The bleſſes, I find, 


Noc ſtings leave behind, 
But heal and diverſion Unite, 


SONG VL 


ROM the eaſt breaks the morn : ; 
See the ſun-beams adorn 


The wild heath and the mountains ſo high; 


Shrilly opes the ſtanch hound, 
The ſtæad neighs to the ſound, 


And che floods ane he valleys rep'v. 


| Hence of noble dc.-ent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of nature's unve!!. , 


Tho” in life's buſy day 
Man of man make a prey. 


Still let ours be the prey ol the Geld. 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight ! ? 


low our mortal ſcuſations refine 


| Where is care? wherc is jeur ? 
Like the winds, in the rear 
And the man's lot in ſometching divine. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys; 
Lo, each pants for the 055 
That anon ſhall enliven 11 . 
Then at eve we'll cilizount, R 
Tolls and pleafures recount, 
And renew the chice over th bo, 


I. Os „ 
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SONG VII. 


HE lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn ; 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn ; 


The yallow harvelt fate from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 


The flowing bowl ſucceeds the Azil, 


Or which he tells his jocund tale. 


SONG v.. 


ET Hes: not unſeen, 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
There the plowman near at hand, 
M hiilles o'er the furrow'd land, 
And the milk-maid ſingeth blyth, 
And the mower whets his ſcyth; 


And every ſhepher d tells nis tale, 


Under the haw thorn 1 in the dale, 


SONG IK. 


LY, JAKE Horns and with k. 28. 1 1 8 the day, 


And hye to my —_— walks away. 
I tuck vp my robe and my buſkins ſoon, 


And tie to my forehead a waxen moon; 
1 conrſe the fleet ſtay, unkennel the n. 


And chace the wild goats vr ſummits of rocks; 


With ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, | 


And Les md hunter, es the wy. 
SONG Xx. 


YLVIA, vilt thou waſte thy prime, 
x} Stranger to the jovs of love? 
Thon haſt youth, and that's the time, | 
Every minute to improve. 


Round thee wilt thou never hear, 


Little wanton girls and boys, 


Sweetly ſounding in thy car, 


Inkant. Prate, and mother's joys: 


4 - ů— 
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Only view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to its mate; 
As a further proof of love, 

See her for his kiſſes wait. 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 

As it flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 

1 love, I love, it ſtrives to ſay. 
Could I to thy ſoul reveal | 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part 


Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
In a mutual change of heart : 


Then repenting wouldſt thou fay, 


Virgins fears from hence remove; 


All the time is thrown away, 


That we cannot ſpend in love. 


SONG XI. 


H E world, my dear Myra, is fall of deceit, 
And friend(hip! s a jewel we ſeldom can meet 


How firange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around. 


This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found 


O Friendihip, thou balm, and rich ſweet' ner of life, 


Kind partner of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ! 
Without the?2, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? a4 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend : 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe ; 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh d into peace: 


When fortune is ſmiling, war crowds will appear 


Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhi ;p ſincere? 
Vet change but the proſpect, and paint out diſtreſs, 


No longer to court you they eagerly * 


SONG. XII. 


SK if yon death roſe be ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd thar you meet; 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 
4 3 


— — — 
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1 
an, will the vulture leave his prey, 
and warble thro' the grove ! 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray; 
I 1c:1 doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 

he ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Le pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
2 Lards, uncuvy'd laurels wear; 
ze fair Suſanna mine 


8 0 N vin. 


O teli me tn handiome, I know not how true. 
| And caſy, and chatty, id good humour d too 


it my 1: ps are as rad as a roſe-bud in Jane, 
nd my voice. like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune 
ll this has been told me by twenty beſore; 

Zut he that would win me, mult tlatter me more, 


I beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 

Or prattle trom prudeace, how wanting am 12 
iy caſe and good humour thort rapturcs will brin 8 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, know but a ipring : 


For charnis fach as the, then your praiſes give © cr; 
fo love me for lite, you mull yet love me more, 


be talk ro me net of a ſhape, or an ir, 


Tor Chloe the wanton can rival me there 

"Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay. 
And brightens good humour, as ſun ſhine the day: 
For thut if you love me, your flame {hall be true, 
d 1, in my turn, * be taught to love too. 


$ONG av. 


loxc's a ſweet paſton, how can it torment ? 

It bitrer, oh tell me, whence comes my GON 
nee 1 totler with pleuſure, way Rok d1 comp! ain, 
: 1 my fate, ſinee ] tnow tis in vain? 

i {to Hleuſing the palin ie, fo ffs is the dart, 


] "BY rig“ 


40 her hand gently, look 1 nguiſuing down, 


C- 


'aV 7; 4144C434 1 D Hncz ! mul e wy . e known, 


855 at Unee ay doth wo indes nd and tickles my heart. 
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$at oh! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love, 

When in ſtriving to hide {Ee reveals all her flame, 
and our eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


SONG XV. 


N Y fond ſhepherds of we were ſo bleſt, 


Their tair nymphs were io happy and gay. 
That each night ny went 1. ach to reit. 
ud they merrily jung thro' the day. 


But ah ! what a ſcene muſt appear, 


Muſt the 1weet rural paſtime be o'er, 
sua! the tabor no more ſtrike the ear, 
Shall the dance on the green be no more! 
Will the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Mult tlie herds go wild liraying abroad? 


Sh ill the loon!s be all ſtopp'd in each ſhade, 


aud the {hips be all moor d in each road: 


| Mui the arts be all ſcatter'd around 


Aud thall commerce grow fick oY its tide : 
Nutte religion expire on the ground? 
And thall virtue fuk down by her ; ide. 


Sano xt 7 2£ 


DIE U ye fireams that ſmoothly ow 
Ye vernal airs that ſoftly blow; 
Ye planes by blooming Spring array'd, 
Ye bir3s chat war ble thro" the glade : 
Unhuct from you my foul could fly, 


Nor dr p. cue tear, nor heave one gh. 
But tore“ from Celia's {miles to part, 


AV jy deieris my drooping heart, 


© {river chan the roſy morn 

When Howers the dewy fields adorn, 
Cnivits deus mne genie I ray 

Thac veins the gentle breeze of May, 
Thy charms divinely ſweet appear 
Aud add new ſplendor to the year, 


C: 2-3 


Improve the day with ſreſu delight, 


And — with joy the dreary night. 


SONG XVII. 


E AR me, gallant ſailor, hear me, 
While your country has a foe ; ; 
He is mine too, never fear me; | 
I may weep, but you muſt go. 


Thou gh h this flow'ry ſeaſon woos you | 


To the peaceful ſports of May, 
And lore ſighs, ſo long to loſe you, 
Love to glory ſhall give way. 


SAILOR, 


| Can the ſons of Britain fail her, | 


While her daughters are ſo true 
Dan the ſons of Britain fail her, 
While her daughters are ſo true? 


| Your ſoft courage mult avail her. 


We love honour loving you, 
We love honour loving you, 
We love honour loving you. 


BOTSWAIN 


War and danger now invite us; 
Blow, ye winds, auſpicious biow; 
War and danger now invite us; 
Blow, ye winds, auſpicious blow. 
Ev'ry gale will moſt delight us, 
That can wait us to the foe, 
Ev'ry gale will moſt delight us, 
That can watt us to the foe. 


SONG XVII 


| Ring the bells and fill the bowl, 
Rev el all without controvl; 


OW the happy knot is ty'd; 
Betſy is my charming bride : 


19 1 


Who ſo fair as lovely Bett? 
W ho ſo bleſt as Colinet ? 


S H E. 


Now adicu to maiden arts 
Angling tor unguarded hearts ; 

Welcome IHymen's latting joys, 
Liſping, wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bett, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


HE, 


| Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow corn 

Now my plenteous barns adorn ; 
Tho? I've deck'd my mirtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt ſweeteſt flowers; 


Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 


Are the charms of lovely Bett. 


SHE 


| Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 


Dreſs'd like any May-day queen, 
Tho' fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 


To deſerve thy Betſy's love, 


Them! quit without regret; 
All wy Joy 's in Colinet. 


HE 
Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 


Crown with ſports our bridal-day ; 5 


May each lad a miſtreſs find 
Like my Betſy fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband pet, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


BOTH. 


Ring the bells and fill the bow!, 
Revel all without controul ; 

May the ſun ne'er riſe nor be, 

But with joy to happy Bett; 


But with joy to happy Bete. 
And her faithful Colinet, 


. 
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SONG XIX. 


T TF. ND all ye fair, and 1'i! tell ye the art 
{ To bindev'ry ſancy with: cue in your chains on 
ro hold in ſoft fetters the co: in721; heart, 
And baniſh from Hy mcn ki: dents and his pains, 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 

She at firſt was but handſome, charming became, 
It taught her with ſkill the ſoft paſſions to move, 

To kindle at once and to wg up the flame. 


| 'Tis this magic-ſecret g gives the eyes all their fire, 


Lends the voice-melting accents, impaſſions the kiſs. 


Gives the mouth the ſweet ſmiles that awaken deſire, 


And plants round the fair each incentive to bliſs. 


Thence flows the gay chat more than reaſon that charms, : 


The eloquent bluſh that can beauty improve, 


The fond ſigh, the fond vow, the ſoft touch that alarms, 


The tender diſdain, the rene wal of love, 


Ye fair, take the ceſtus, and practice i its art, | 
The mind unaccomphlith'd, mere features are vain; 


Exert your ſweet power, yon conquer each heart, 
Andthe Loves, Joys, and Graces will walk in your! an 


s O N XX 


7 K chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilia paſs the green, 
To roſe or jaſmine bow'r ? 


| Where does the leck the woo Jvine-ftade, 


For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born How'r? 


Her cheeks is like the maiden-rofe, 


Join'd with the lilly as it blows; 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Like dew-drops gliſt' ring in the morn, 
When Phabus gilds the fiow' rug chorn 

Health ſparkles in her eye, 


Her ſong is like the linne:'s lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray ; 


po * a A . 


£803 


To ha increraal beam, 
17 „ 
der heart is biyther than her ſong; 
76 er paſſions gently move along, 
13; the favoth Zliding kr eam. 


| SONG XXI. 


EN 4 ſmall 15 enfant village, by nature complea 
Of a few hoteſt ſhepherds the quiet retreat, 

There liv'd  roung laſs of fo lovely a mien, 

| There's few f:ch at balls, or at courts to be ſcen. 
53 The ſweet Camaik roſe was ſull blown on her chee«, 
| The lilly diſplay'd all its white on her neck. 
N The lads of the village all ſtrove to prevail, 
| Anlcalid her in rapturcs, Sweet Nan ol the Vale. 


Young Hodge ſpoke his paſſion, till quite out of brcat li. 
1 Crying. Vlirandt! he could hug her, and Kiſs her "v2; 
| death : 
And Dick with her beauty was fo wah poſſoſt. 

| T hat he loathed his food, and abandon d his reſt. 
[ Bu lhe could find nothing in them to endear, | 


So ſent them away with a lea in their ear; 
And faid, No Tuch boobies could tell a love-tal-. 
or bring to compliance Sweet Nan of the \ ale. 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay green, . 

Who lately to London a ramble had been, 

Came home much improv'd in his air and addreſs, 
nd boldiy attach'd her, not fearing tuccels:” - 

| He ſaid, Heaven ſorm'd ſach ripe lips to be kid, 

| And preſ'd her ſo cloſely, the conld not reſiſt; 

So taught the dull clowns a right way to aſſaij, 

And bro. aght to his withes Swect Nai. of the U 


SONG x Toh 
ABSENCE. 


FE: * E ſhepherds fo chearſul and gay, 
ig Whole flocks never carelet>ly ro. 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh! call the poor wanderers horus. 


— — 


E 1 


Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that I find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I 
I have left my dear Phy lis behind, 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 


With the torture of doubt and deſire ; 


What it is to admire and to love, 


And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah ! lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each evening repel! ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn, 


Since | Phy lis vouchaf'd me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine : 


__ May ! loſe both my pipe and my crook, | 


It 1 knew of a kid that was mine. 


1 Pr iz'd ev'ry hour that went by 


B-rond all that had pleas'd me deſore; 3 
Bar now they are paſt, and 1 ſigh, 
And I grieve that 1 priz'd them no more, 


But why do I languiſh f in vain, 


Why wander thus penfively here ; 
Oh ! why did I come trom the plain, 
here I fed on the ſmiles of my dear! 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown; 
Alas! where with her 1 have ſtray'd, 

1 could wander with pleaſure aloue, 


When forc'd the fair nymph to ſorego, 
What anguiſh 1 felt at my heart; 
Tet ! thought, — bu it might not be fo, 
__ Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me Afar 


She gaz'd as I ſlowly withdrew, 


My path I could hardly diſcern ; 
50 ſweetly the bad me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return 


'T he pilgrim that journies all day, 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine ; 

If he bear but a relique away, 

ls happy, nor heard to repine. 


I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 


„„ 


Thus widely remov'd trom the air, 
Where my vor;, my deration 1 owe. 
Soft hope is the rc 2 1 bear, 
And my folace wherever 1 go. 


SO NG XXIII. 

u r 
* Y banks they are ſuenith'd with bees, 
1 Wlibie murmur invites one to ſſecp; 
My grottos are thidcd with trees, 

And my hills are white over with fueep. 
7 ſcldon, have met with a le , 

Such hend: * 8 do my fountains he ROW 3 . 
My forntain: " „order d with mo! 7B 

* h ere the! 1 ar ils and violets | * 


* a pine in my orove there is ſeen, 

But wi:h tendzi!; of woodbine is bound : 
tot a beech's more beautiſul green, 

But a {weet-briar intwines it around. 
Not my field, in the prime of the year 

Fo charms than my cat untold; 

a bro k that is impid and clear, 

Dat it glitters with ſi! hes o gold, 


One would: hiok. ſhe night like to retir2 
To the hover have labour d to rear; 
Not a ſhrub * i heard her admire, 
But J halted and planted it chere. 
Oh! how ſudden the jean 2 ſtrove 
with the lilac to render it gay; 
Already it calls for my hre 
10 pruu e the wild branches away. 


From the Plain is, from the woodland> and grove:, 
What trains of wild melody flow ? 
How the wgat: 8 nes warble he ir loves, 
From the thickets of roſes that blow, 
And when her bright fo: m that appear 
Fach bird {hall harmoniouſly | join, 
In a concert ſo ſoſt, and ſo clear, 
As—ſhe may not be ſon ] to reſi ga. 
B 


1 


2 have ſound on: a gift for my fair. 

| have found where tie woud-pigeons ſeed ; 
But let me that Plunder !orbear, 

She will iay 'twas a barbarous deed. 

For he nc'er could be true, the averr'd, 

Who cculd rob a poor bird of its young ; 

And 1 lov'd her the more when 1 heard 

Such tenderneſs tall from her tongue. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unſold, 
_ How that pity was due to—a dove; 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And ihe call'd it the ſiſter of love. 
Bat her words ſuch a pleaſare convey, 
So much 1 lier accents adore; 
Loet her ipeak, and whatever the ſar, 
MWethinks 1 thould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain, 

Unmovs whe | her Corydon ſighs? 
Will a nymph that is tond of the plan, 
Theſe plans and this valley deſpiſe ? 

* ar regions of lence and ſhade, 
oc ſceres of contentment and caſe, 
| Whers could have pleaſingly ftray'd, 
It aught in her abſence could pleaſe. 


ut where does my Phillida ſtray; 
And where are her grots and her bo wers 
are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
An the ſbepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine: 
The ſwains may in manners compare; 
Hut the love is not equal to mine. 


SONG XXIV. 
SOLLICITUDE. 

V E will you my paſſion reprove, 

Why term it a folly to grieve; 


Ere 1 ſhew you the charms of my love? 
= She is tairer than you can believe. 


NV 


I 


With her mien ſte enartours the brase 
With her wit ſhe engayes tl. hat ee; 

With her modeity p! lenſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way plealin,? to! me. 


© you that have been 1. er train, 
Come and j join in my am mouse lars; 
could lay down my ite for the "ey 1% 
That will ſing but a ſong in let pralie. 
When he ſings, may thc nymplis of the town 
Come trooping and liften the while; 
Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown, 
But 1 cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries. in the dance, 
Any favour with Phyllis to find; 

o! how, with one trivial glance, 

Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! £ 

In ringlets he dreſſes h's hair, | 

And his crook is beſtudded around; 

And his pipe — Oh! may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the ſound! 


*Tis his with mock paſſion to glow, 
Tiis his in ſmooth tales to untold ; 

How her face is as bright as the 8 
And her boſom be E is as cold! 

| How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
W'ith the notes of his charmer to vie 

How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triamphs, and dic! 


To the grove, or the garden he Ar ray 5, 
And villages every West; 
Then ſuiting the wreath to his Taye, 
lle throws it at Phyllis's fect : 
*© O Phyllis, he whiſpers, more fair, 
More ſweet than the jeſſaminc's flow'r ? | 
What are pinks in a morn to compare? 
What is eglantine aiter a ſhow's ? 
Then the lilly no longer is white; 
hen the roſe is depriv'd of i its bloon 
Then the violets die with deſüight, 
4 the woodbines give up their perſume,” 


8 2 


EY 
— 
* 

bd 


I tins glide the ſoft nil ern Along, 
Aud bc f. neies no thepherd his peer; 

ir 4 Sabina N enn * ihe 100 11. 5, 
V\ ore wt 0 1118 10 lend it an var. 


Let his ero k be with hyacinths bor ad, 
So Phyllis the trophy detpiie; 
„lis ſorchend with e be crown'd, 

do they luine not in Phyllis's eyes. 

The langrage that flows from the heart 
1s a iran, zer to Paridel's tongue; 

— 1c: may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or nue mull cuvy the long. 


[SONG er. 


DISAPPOINTMENT: 


X. FE e give ear to my lax, 
| * And tike no more head of my ſh2ep : 
They ac nothing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet Co not my Lully reprove 

She was fur und my paſſion begun, 
She mild and! coald not but love; 

She is taithlefs, and 1 am undone. 


Terhaps 1 was void cf all th agb; 
Perhaps it Vas * in to ſorelee, 1 

it a nymph o commit could? he ſhught 

ry 4 a Fain: more CHEATING than me. 

A's, Jove ery aGpe Cal iN pe, 

It bar, iſes wilom the v hile | 

And ihe lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems tor ever GOL 0 with a finiic; 


Tu. 


\ She is faith 121, 7 nd Jam undone. 
| Te. wy ITE 35S 0 the wt end: Ce, 
reaſon mntiref& y to ſluin 
_ t it cannot . et ven to curse 
Beware how ye loiter in vain, 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree ; 
It is not for me to enplain | 
Low bar aud how fickle they be. 


* P 1. 


Alis! roam! ay that we inet, 
What hom de Ot an end to ny WOce 
* 11 11 cal erdiire 161 BUY 


5 
The glance tl it undi y repor? 
Yet tune may cmmith e pate, 

"The flow'r,.- aud the ſhruh, aad tie fies, 
Which Irear'd tor her pleature ia vl. 


, In tune muy have comfort tor my. 


The fweets of a &cw-Iprint. ti roo, 
| The ound of a murmacior lacnor, 
þ Ihe peace winch trom tolitude How: 
Hencetor th mall be Ccr pi dans ens: 
High PILL are ſhewn to che fleht; 

but we ure not 10 8 them cur own © 

Fate never beitorw'd ſuch r | 
As I with my Phyllis bad kugwn, 


O ve woods, ſpread your branche es Apact, 
— Wl your deepelt 1ceches 1 ff 
I would hide with the beats of the chace, 
I ould vaniil from every eve! 
TM my recd hall rejound from tus grove 
Vith the f:me fad complaint it be. zun; 
| DR ſue finil'd, and 1 could not but lo ve, 


Was faichleis, aud I am undone, 
SONG l. 


AlL no more, ve leurned ail; 
aint the jbes the bon! fuppl'zs 


Sound its depth, aud u your z kaltes 
Wiſdom ut the bottom t Bs 
Fill chem higher 5 e hie her 
Shatiow draug hs pepe the b. a 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Buiapers light it VP A Fiuin. 


Dram the ſcene for wit an: 
| En: a Jutz any jx 5 
| WB. : tor Link! 12 have : NG. lerfire, 
Manly N i tl is Gur . 
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Lunde in liſe there's no: ing certain, 


We'll the preſent hour eugaga; 
And when death hall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


SONG XXVIL 


. 
* ANT me, his 4 Bacchus, the God of the vine 
Not a pipe, not a tun, but an occan of wine: 


Wh a lip that's well mann'd with ſuch hearty fellow 
WV ibs ze'er belt a tavern tor a pauliry ale-houle, 

Yr II. 

Jet the Jup ſpring a leak to let in the ripple, 


Without pump, or long boat, to fave thip or people; 


So that each jolly lad may ever be bound, 
O to drink. Or !0 drink, or to drink, or be drown” d. 


III. 
When death doe; prevail, it is my deſign, 
To be tovly entomb'd in a wave of good wine: 
92 living, dend, both body and {pirit, 


May floor roang this world 1 in an OCCan of claret 


S ON CG XXVII. 


Cx; LIEN 1 die, let me have in a hogſhead my grave, 


* And ſtorg it with racy Canary : 
; Then, ye jolly boys FEM, ſing and roar o'er my tomb; 
For 1'il make all the good lellows merry. 
II. 
Wine warmcth the veins, and chcareth the brains, 
When drunk with a beggar Pm happy; 
Teal revel and fing, I' in an abtolute king, 
Jis the} 15 ot my foul to be nappy. 
| | 


Ile SA traitor hs thinks, he's a true man that BEAT . 


Then puſh it about, hoaet { fellow; 


—— og po 


Cee, it wells oC er the glats, 4 and 1t ſmiles i in your face, 


V ke vour al irels 'tis plz: 2 int! 114 mellow. 


3 


———— * 


SONG XXIX. 


I. | 
N wine there is all that in liſe you can name, 


It ſtrengthens our friendſhips, in love aids the {fam ; 


Then ſince, my brave boys, our life's but a ſpan, 


Let's live all our days, and let this be the plan. 


Ts drink, my brave b:ys, ond drice away frroau. 

If the caſh holds but ut, ave ll ne cr aft t- borrow ; 

If the caſh bol. ls but out, ewe Ii ner atk ig barrow ; 
Thy poor rogues 10 d., abel be rich reguc, te-uνν, ad. 


II. 
May we live in a village, not far from a town. 


With a bed for a friend, if he chance to come down: 
With a pack of good hounds, that v hen we awabe, 


Me may mount the briſk hunter and draw the next br ake. 


To I. * brave bart, &c. 
III. 


' May our diſhes be good, not nice of their ſort, 


And our cellars well ſlor'd with old claret and port; 


With a few bumper-glafles to toſs our old glories, 
As our fathers and grand- ſires have oft done Lefore 


To drink, 2 brave boys, &c. 


| IV. 
With an hon} brck-chaplain to grace a round table, 


Who will drink while he can, and no longer than able; 


Who will drink kill his face like the claret is red, 
Or like old Airds the Parſon, God reſt him he $ dead 
To drink, my bræve bh, &c. 


V. 


Thus, as we harc 'iv'd, may we cloſe the laſt ſcene, 


Quite free from all * ardſhip, and free from all pain; 
That the young ones may wonder, and the old ones 8 
ſtare, 5 

And amaz'd, both cry out, 0 what ſe iendilip was there ? 25 
To drink, my brave 5er. Ke. | 


1 * 7 
ON G XXX. 


I i i ERF wi a j olly miller, once 
; Lv a on the river Dez, 


He work d and ſung trom morn toni, olit, 


No lark more bly: h than he. 


and this the burden of his lang 


For ever us'd to be; 


1 care for nobody, No, not I, 


it no one Cares for me. 


8 ON G XXXI. 
Same TUNE. 


H ERV. 's a health to the jolly woodcuttcr, 


Who lives at home at his eaſe; 
Ile goes to bed when he thinks fit, 


| He rites „hen you pleate 


lie takes his wreath wid he winds it, 


He lays it on the ground; 
lle tak. hi. 4 tage An Nane it, 


Drink bund, brave boys, drink round. 
Drink 14nd, drink roun: J. till it comes to me, 
The longer ve fit here to drink. the merrier we e {hall he: 


SONG XXXII. 


. 5 . | 8 BY 


\V* 1. CAN, contrive ne ſach a cup | 


As Neitor us d ct cid; 
Tiy alli your. art oO Vim it up, 
and dau it round with gold. 
II. 
Carve me thereon the man! ling Vine, 
And che two lovely boys; 


. hole limbs in amoron» folds intw ine, 


Ahe tyre of future Js. 
| III. 
Make it ſo large, when fll'd wich lack 
Op to the { velling brim; 
Vail talks on ihe I-Boioms lake, 
Like ſhips at tea my ſwun 


9” 


— 
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IV. 
Cupid and Bacchus, my gods arc ; 
Let love and wine {till reign; 
With wine el drive away dull care, 
And then to my love again. 


SONG XXIII. 


„ I; 
Us abont the briſk glaſs, 1 proclaim him an aſs 
Who at cares of the world wou'd repinez 
"Twas our ſorrows to drovn and _— ſortune's frown, 
That love lent us, Jove ſent vs, the juice of the vine 
"Tis this in al! jets the true inter 78 pr rotects, 
And enlivers the lamp of our clay; 
The parlons looks teach, tho' agaiuft it they preach, 
Then believe them, believe them, who picaſes, I fav, 
A 


Tis not long ago. that a vicar I know 


Whoſe name *twere ungodly to tell, 


Who o'er botile and bowl fat with many good iov!, 


Full of plee, till ding dong, till ding dong went the bell 


Then having a hiccup, took the chair w ith a KICKUP. 


1 mult go, elſe the church will complain; 
But friends, don't think me rude, I ſwear by my icltheod, 
In bur prenth, and be v ith you, be with you again. 
lil. | 
The parſon went ſtraight, tho) he ſtagger'd in gate. 
Wich his ſermon in ment'ry's large che, 
To the pulpit he role, but ſoon fell in a doze; 
And cries exceitent, excellent wine, I protefl. 
The whole congregation, in firange conſternation, 
Leſt the church with a ſigh at the caule; ; 
Bur the clerk more devout Canes Sir, therv're all out, | 
Then fill em, then fill em, again my brave bozs. 
| 8 
In Lew 'tw2s deſig zn'd juſtice ſtill ſhould be bl; nd, 
Yet ſhe'll ſquinr, if telf-intereit do rally 
Ihen I'm certain I con'd o'er a hogthc::d ! that's good, 
Bribe the council, the council. judg;2 . jury, and a 
if to drink be a fault, for fo we're all ta ing at:; 
Let old Neal could tipple, they fav ; 


21 J 


And we gather from hence, that all mortals of Lease. 
Should be ſons of old Noah, old Noah: 


SONG XXIV. 


The IIuMOURS Gs Cov ENT-GARDEN. 


Ly bards have ſan 7 how ihey could * 


Of places much renowned 
For blood) battles won 1nd lat, 
And royal monarchs crowned, 
Bur al! thoie deeds this age exceeds, 
They were not worth regarding. 


Some have declared, when once compar'd 


„With tamons Covent-Garden. 


Firſt here's 4 church fam'd Jones did build 


For people to be good in; 
| Where ſermons you may hear are filled 
Wan realons, like a pudding, 
Tho in his click the man in black 
Is ſometimes very clever; | 
Ver i ve been told both y oung ard old 
emain as Wile as Cx ce ; 


And not far off, great Shakeſpeare's ſhade N 


lis court is always keeping; 
Were Comedy 1s laughing made, 
| 3 Tragedy is weeping; 
Here Romeo ſighs and Hamlet dies, 
An bc Othello's undone; 
To rphlaſe ih folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or clic the cies of London. 


At Bed/onrd next my muſe has ſoon 
A fiszhi that's worth your taking 


Where Hot cries with pleaſta;s GT: 


„ Frelh coT:e, Sir, is making.“ 


Jiere butt. beans, in rich lagsd clonths 


Lil. Lor as and Squire s do blaſler, 


Pords, quacks,” and cits ; knaves, fools and wits ; 


An oc lurprifing cluller. 


*. 


ax 


cc 


cc 


* 


ec 
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tn 
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Now ſarther let us ſteer our courle, 
The auction-roum ivites us; 
Where Langtord talks till he grows hoar le, 
And g gapes as i he'd bite ns. 
% Lot number one, 'tis finely done, 
„ The hea! of Cardinal F leur y; : 
ec CO a core, I a!k no more, 
'Tis worth it, I'll affure ye.“ 


Ronnd Hunter's * young ſurgeons Rand, 
Like crows lor carrion u ating ; 

Within bench the butchering bend, 
On blood and bones debating. 

The $505: -141 you hear dicuis, 

A ei em here ſcen is 

e WACH fo. : che root begins to ſhoot, 

„ n runs quite thro” the 


C + 


Tere Venue £7 ons, more bold than wiſe. 
To Dou;:l:s's retire, 

* ho often trom love's banquet riſe, | 

uA As Tparks atcend from fire. 
Here juſtice too appears in view, 

___ With bandage o'er her peepers; 

And {word held out, both long and ſtout, 
To guard tue brothel- kecpers. | 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds, and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men 

] kiet-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
Wirh Welsh and lrih chairmen. 

And travelers, who the world g 8⁰ * 0 
Have given atteitation, = 

So ſtrange a place you cannot trace 

In any other nation. 


3 O NG XXXV. 
E ſrolieſome ſparks of the town, 

| ve miſers both wretched and old, 
Tray harken to Billy by r.ame, 
ho once had his hat ſull of gold. 


And ſeven ſcore acres of land, 
And corn and cattle in ſlore; 


Bat then 1 laugh'd and ſwore, I lov'd her more than ſo; 
| Tied each to a rope's end, is tugging io and fro. 


20-5 


Tno' now he's got none at command, | 
Yet itil is as rich as before. | 


T h-1: evhy th; ud aue 7 narrel for rice. 
Or aur t Hoſe glittering tos ; 


y 


A light heart and thin Pati of 1 FI | 


- 'r thor: 2000 % the everld, brave boy's. 


My ſather was cated in leather, 
My mother in theep's rullet grav ; 
They wrought in all kinds of w eather, 
Tha: 1 might g go jovial and gay. | | 
With my rapier, and lac'd hat and feather, x 0 
Aly heart was as light as a cork: 
What the old folks had ſcraped together, 
J jcatter d abroad with my fork. = 
| 


The ah ; ſnou'd we quarrel, &c. 


"They ſay that care once killed a cat, 
It ftarv'd her and made her to die; 


Zur ] will be witer than that, 


For the devil care will have I. | 
Nut over a full towing bowl, . | | 
To drive away jorrow and ariſe ; . ' 


Tens Aeink to the jolly good foul, | 
Who never took care in his life, $ 


Then ache ſhou'd we quarrel, Sec 
S O NG XXXVI. 


\Tade love to Kate, long if zh'd for ſie, 

Till at length I found, he” Fr a mind to me. ' 
I met her on the green, in her belt array 1 
50 pretty the did ſeem, ſhe ole my home away. | 
Oh! then we kits'd and preis d, were we much to bil p14 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the fame. 


As 1 fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 
{notb ſhe, I'll marry you, it you will marry Kate. 


Again we kiſs'd and preſgd, were we much to blame? 
Hed you been in my , you'd have done che lame. 


9 — . 
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N Then ſhe ſigh d and ſaid, ſhe was wondrous ſick; 
Dicky Katy led, and Katy the led Dick. 
. Long we roy 'd and play d under yonder oak; 
| __ Eaty loſt che game, tho ſhe play'd in joke. 
6 For there we did, alas! what 1 dare not name, 
Had ou been in my place, you'd have done the ſane. 


SONG XXXVI. 


E T politicians {till torture their brains, 
L lahancing their cruncs and their troubles ; 
| Let them bvy oft the ſenate, and fell it again, 
Jill their vices and penſions are double. 
Lin the lawyers ſow ditccrd, and reap it in hell, 
Their ſenſe, their king, and their country to fell ; 
and the clergy p2r: il Yicir old Rories to teil; 
What care I, io 1 have my bottle. 
/ 


Let bankers file guineas, and lower our ec in, 
To enrich them and beggar our nation; 
Vet ſharpers be courted, ths heedleſs play on 
Io th' increaſe of our caſh- circulation. 
Let ladies too pious by fidlers be fobb'd. EE 
And mankind by mankind be cozen'd wi jobb'd 
' It availeth me nothing, ſo I be not robb' d | 
| Of my neareſt friend, m5 dar bottle. 


Let whimſical Jove turn da ay into night. 
Ohſtructing all regular motion, | 
Deprive ſun and moon of their virtues and light. 
And dry up the fathorleſs ocean. 
Should the world in confution to atoms diſſolve, 
f And all human kind m the ruins involve, 
Id laugh at it all, and wen'd firmly reiolve 
| Io diink out the lait of my bottle. 


SONG XXXVINL 


; TUN IL, Oons Neighbour ac'er bluſh. 
1 1 


E priggs, who aretroubled with conſcience's a 
Who ever are praying or chanting of Palms, 
Couie liſten a while, and 1'l! ſing you a ſong 


Shall open your ej es, and you li ſee right from wrong. 
3 


1 1 


In claret atone yon Now's place all your hope; 
There's more abſolution in this than the Pc pe; 
Tis the famous elixir [alutic of life 

With this you may face either devil or wiſc. 


Your Mars and Apollo, in ſpite of the ſchools, 

And Jupiter eke, to our Bacchus are fools ; 

When his bleſſed ſpirit eniivens our clods, 

Each mortal's inſpir'd with the power of the gods. 
Not Mars is ſo valiant when watchmen provoke. ©; 
Not Phoebus fo wiſe when the juſtice we tmoke, 
Nor Jove half ſo rampant in all his amours, 

When we thunder away from our claret io whores, 


Ty morals are ſound, for they lie in my glaſs, 
My religion and faith are my bottle and laſs, 
My church is the tavern, a vintncr the prieſt ; 
and thus 1 go on till the ſaint is deceas'd: 
And when I no longer can revel and roar, 
But muſt part with my bottle, my friend, and my whore, 
Embalm me in claret, pay rites at my ſhrine; 
Fhes living I'm happy, when dead l'm divine. 


SONG XXXIX. 


| 8 Chloe Cat fucher' 'd and br cath'd the aa air, 
| While muſic awaken'd the grove, 
cung D.mon approach'd and adcrefs'd the coy fair, 


EY In all the ſoft language of love. 


But ſhe was fo cruel, his fuit ſhe deny'd, 

And lavgh'd as he told her his pain; 3 
 £.nd while "the poor ſhepherd ſat wooing, ſhe cry'd, 
I will die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


© ! what, ſays the youth, muſt hy beauty fs gay 

Yerplex us at once, and invite? | 

Embrice ev 'ry rapture, leſt time make a prey 
Of that wlich was meant for delight. 

When age has crept round, and thy charms wrinkled o'er, 
 Th:u all vill my Culoe diſduin; 

Zur ſlilt all her anſwer was, Teaze me no more. 
1 vill die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


Young Damon proteſied no other he'd Prize, 
His lame was Jo rong 1 ſince re; 


1 


J * 
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Then watch'd the emotions that play d d in her ces, 
And banilh'd his torture and fear. 

Ny joys (hall be fecret, enraptur'd he cry'd, 
O Chloe, be gentle aud good; | 

The fair one grew ſoſter. and ging, reply'd, 
1 4 ſain dic a maid, it 1 could 


3 0 NG XL. 


V ”1 T1 women and wine I defy ev'ry care. 


For 1 fe without thefe is a bubble of a't ; 
Each helping the other in pleaſure 1 rc, 
And a new flow of ipirits enlivens ny ul. 


Wine prudently us d will our ſenſes i N | 
'Tis the ſpring-tide of life and the feuel of love; 
And Venus ne er leok'd with a finile ſo di vine, 


As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine. 


But ſhould ſhe my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſs'd with her love; 
For rather than forfeit the jovs of my laſs; 

My bottle 1'1] break and demoliſh my glals, 


S ONO XL. 
TU N E., Balance A Straw. 


o think on one's "PIO ſometimes is but right, 
And reſlection is good, tho there sg got wy; 
Ito W many ways mortals purſue after Uno, 
But till the gentecleſt is keeping a M:ſs. 


The prudent are conſtant to one, and no mere; 


3 * 


But J, like a blockhead, muſt Gabble with ha 


I'il tell you their names, tho' you'll call me-a rake, 
Miis — Fortune, Mis — Conduct, Miz — Chance, and 
Mits— Take. 


| Four iu: {2 deftraRtive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 


Ey Jove, were enough jor t0alrive a mar ould, 
ho jealouſy ott mak 2 tlie ſair dilagres: 
ret theſe are vnited il. hindneis for mr 
8 
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11 life's war.ton paths they ſeduc'd me to ſtray, 

and fcem'd to ſpread flowers of deliglit in my Way 

So ſoclith was 1, l'd have died for the ſake | 

Ol Aliſs— Fortune, Mits— Conduct, ils Chance, aud 
Miſs—1 'ake. | 


At zength, fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon coinbin'd, 

Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on me mind. 

You've ſurely not got them for better, tor worſe, 

Jet at once into buſineſs, you Il get a divorce. 

i thought 'twas my duty to part with them too, 

Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you. 

And now do but ſmoke, and 1'11 ever ſorſake 

Mis — Fortune, Miſs— Condudt, M:fs— Chance, and 
Miſs— Take. 


SON G XIII. 
AVE women and wine there is nothing in life 
Can bribe honelt ſouls. to endure it; 


” 


When the heart is perplext and ſurrounded with care, a 


Dear women and wine only cure it. 
it hen the heart, &c. 


Come on then, my boys, we'll have women 4 wine 
Aud iiely to purpoſe employ them; 
He's a oel that refutes ſuch bleſgiags divine, 


Whilit vigour and health can enjoy them. 
He's a feel, © 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and nd. my dear Jack, 
To heighten cur amorous fires 

Dur girls young and ſound, and mal Kiſs w vith a ſmack, 
And gratity all our defices : 

The bottles we'll crack, the laſſes we'll bel. 
And gravity all our defires. 


SONG XIII 


'J F. mortals, whom fancies and troubles perples, 

Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 

Whoſe lives hardly know whit it 15 to be bleſt, 

Who riſe without joy, and lic down without reſt ; 

Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, | 
Dr nk deep of the ſtream, and for get all your care 


ttt 
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1 | | . 
did maide Nall forget what they wiſh ſor in van, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain; 
| The rake thall forget how laſt night he was clo) 'd, 
| And Chloe again be with pailion e eljoy'd. 


Obey then the ſummons, to Like repair, 
| | And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


| The wife at oue draught may forget all her wants. 
| Or drench her fond fool to torget her gallants ; 
"The troubled in mind ſhall go chearfvl away, 
| And yelterday's wretch be quite happy to-Gay, 
355 Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink _ of the ſtream, and _ all your care 


| 8 0 N G XIIV. 
| 


Greedy Midas! I've been told, 
O That what you touch'd you turn'd to 84 


O had I but power like thine, 
I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine! ! 


Fach purling ſtream {hould fee! my ſor ce. 

N Each fiſh my tatal power mourn ; 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions burn, 


Vor ſhould there any dare Capproach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 


But firit thould pay their vows to me, 
And tyle me oaly god of wine, 


SONG ALV. 


A TOW ü rhœbus ſicketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
| Midnight ſhoot, and revelry, 


Tipſy dance, and jollity: 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 
| And Advice with ſcrup ous head : 
Strict Age, and ſour Scv eritx, 
Wich their grare ſaws, in {amber lic. 


| 3 
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SONG XL VI. 


| Y the gaily circling glaſs 
[ = We can fee how minutes paſs ; 
L By the hollow caſk are told. 

How the waining night grows old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
| Drives us from our ſport and play: 
What have we with day to do? 
1 Zons of care! *twas made for you. 


=. SONG XLII. 


TY dimpled brook, and ſountain brim, 
B The wood-nymphs deck'd with daifies tru::, 
I heir merry wakes and paſtimes keep: 

What has night to do with fieep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens lov 2: 
1 zome, let us our rites begin; 

is V day light that makes fin, 


5 O N 12 5 XLVIT. 


REA C H not me your multy rules, 
Ye drones that mould in idle cell ; 
The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
Ihe ſenſes always reaſon well, 
it ijhort my ſpan, i leſs can ſpare 
Jo pats a fingle pleaſure by; 
An hour is long, if jolt in care, 
They only live, ® ho lite enjoy. 


SONG XLIX. 


The bow I's ſrolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
An. ie in return yield the raptures of love. 

C- Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
all grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain; 


The nameleſs ſoſt tranſports that beauty can give; 


| 
| 


| 3 J 


The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the crave; 
Love and wine give, ye gods ! or take back what you 


gave. 
CHOR v 8. 
Away, away, away, 
To Comus' court repair: 
There night outſhines the day, 
T here PRO the melting fair. 


Or TEXTED I am, and contented Il be; 
For what can this world more afford, 


Than à girl that will fociably fit on my knee, 


And a cellar that's ſociably ſtor'd, my bra we boys? 
And a cellar, &c. | 
| II. 
My vault- door is open, deſcend ev ry gueſt, 
Spoil that cafk. ; ay, that wine we "vill try; 
'I ts as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte. 
Aud as briglit as her checks to the eye, my brave bots. 
III. 


In A piece of flit hoop I my candle hw tuck 2 


i will light us each bottle to hand; 


The ſoot.of my glaſs for that purpoſe V ve W 


For 1 hate that a bumber ſhould tand. my brave oy. 5s 
= IV. 
Aftride on a butt, ſor a butt ſhou'd be ſrode, 2000 
{ fic my companions among, 


| Like grape bleſſing Bacchus (the good— ſellovs g04) 


A 1entiment give, or a fong, in urive boy 
V. 
We are dry where we ſit, tho” the ouzing drops ſeen: 
The moilt walls with wet pearl to imbols ; 5 
The arch- moulding cob- webs in Gothick tafte ſtream 
Like ſtuco work cut out of inoſs, my brave boys. | 
VI. 
My cell's my camp, my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly ranged in review; | 
hen 1 caſt my eyes round, 1 conſider my caſi:s 


As Lipgdoms I've yet to ſubdue, my brave boys. 


— 
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I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 


ach drop in defence of delight 1 will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks 1˙N1 drink dead, my brave 


boys. 
vin. 
Sound that pipe, tis in tune, ard choſe bings are well 
| fill'd; | 
View that heap of Pyremont in the rear ; 
Yon bottles of Burgundy, ſee how tfey're pid, 
Like ry tire over tire, my brave boys. 
IX. 
Ti is my will, when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhea, 
No hic yacet ingrav'd on my ſtone ; 


But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 


And write that his drinking is done, my brave boys 


SONG IT. 


The T OP E K. 
©: Bo 
F all the occupations 
A toper's tar the beſt 
For when the world's — run croſs, 
Good liquor gives him reſt. 
And a toping we will go, well go, wel? go. 
And a tofing WE _— 


Here's to thee, ky toping Jack. 
Here's wine will chear our hearts; 
And 1f the bottle's almoit our, 
__ We'll call for rother quart. 
And a toping, &c, 
+ | III. mw 
| What cho' your ſober ſneakers 
Call jolly ropers ſwine ; 
Becaulc they wallow in the myre, 
And we do iwim in wine? 
And a tepir 2 &c. 
IV. 
The nwſic that delights us moſt, 
Is when the bar-bell rings; 


—— ͤà4wẽU4 e 


Ang a taping, &c. 


1 


For when the wine's got in our heads, 
Me fancy that we're kings. 
And a toping, c. 
| V. 
Good I'quor drives away all cares, 
MW kich do perplex mens lives; 
For when we've drunk our courage up, 
Me ſear no teolding wives. 
And a l. &C. 


| VI. 8 
Well drink at morn, at noon, at night ; 
Ihe glaſs ſhall ſtill go round, 
And when we cannot fit upright, 
We'll drink upon the ground. 


And a loping, &C. 


| I. 
see how the ſhining ſparkles riſe, 
| When we fill our glaſſes high; 
Tho! gouty pains attack our limbs, 
We'll drink until we die. 


And a toping, &c 


„ 
Ihe lover lives by Celia's ſmiles; 
And it ſhe ſrowns, he dies; 
But what are womens ſmiles or frowns, 
To jolly drinking boys? 


.. 


| Let miſers heap up ſordid gold,. 


To pleaſe their greedy fouls ; 


bl 


The only bliſs we topers find, 


Is in full flow! ing bow . 


And a N &c. 


X. 

Let Whigs and Tories plague their head- 
To ſettle ſtate affairs, 

We'll drink, and ne'er regard their noi. 

Tho? we live a thouſand years. | 

And a tabing we will Bo, wel g, ar. i. 

Aud a toping we will g:. 


— — — — 
— 
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SONG III. 
I, 


ORTALS wiſely learn to mcaſure 
Life by the extent of joy. | 
Life's a ſhort an-. fleeting — : 

Then be gay, 
While you may, 
And your hours in mirth employ. 
| II. 
Never let a miſtreks puin you, 
Tho?! the meets you with a frown; 
Fly to wine, 'twill ſoon unchain oa; - 
Chear thy heart, 
And all ſmart, 
In a ſweet obliv:on drown. 
III. | 
If love? s fiercer flame: ſhould ſeize you, 
To ſo:2e gentle maid repair; 
She'll with ſort endear ments caſe you; 
On her breaſt, 
Lull'd to reſt, 
Eas'd of love, and 15 from care. 
IV. 
Friendſhip, love, and wine united, 
From all ills defend the mind; 
By them guarded and delighted, 
Happy ſtate, 
Smile at fate, 


And give ſorrows to the wind. 
SONG Un. 


The Sormifk's MEDLEY. 


17” 1 F. lark was up and the morning gray, 


The drummer beat the ravallée; 
And jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 


In peaceful cap ſlept ſate and found, 
Only one poor ſoldier who _ 
N ought but love could Cer ſubdue; 
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Vrander'd to à nei ghhourin g grove, 
There to vent lis plaints and love. 


O! wamen are lovely dangerous things, 

Their tweets, like the bees, are mingled with ſtings ; ; 
They 're not to be had without care and colt ; 

They re hard to be kept and eaſily loft, 


In ſecking a fair one, 1 found to my ſmart, 
1 knew not the way 1 loit my own heurt ; 
1 knew not the way | lott my own heart. 


Too fondly once I thought to win the lovely charmer, 

And every method try'd in hopes to make her warmer: 

But all my hopes are over; what ſcheme then can 1 try, 
But ike a haplels lover, here lay me down and die? 


As on the ground he lay, 
Ilinerva came that way, 
Ta arias bright and gay, 

An thus $o him did 1ay : 


Riſe older, rite, the drum has bent t to arms ; 
Har to the loud alarms; 
Liang her beauty, iniud your duty, 
Think not of her charms. 


Rife ſoldier, riſe, 11] take you by che nan. 
| And lead you to the land, 

And vive you the command 
Of a choſen band. 


Riſe, ſoldier riſe, 

Don't be ſtupid, 

Drive away Cupid, 

Think of Minerva“ s Wile advice. 


Soldier, go home, go home, 

Ne er mind your miltreſs's {corn, 
düteht, ſlighit her again, 

Slight, ſli; ht her again; 

For li; ghled love ſhould fighter turn. 


The ſoldicr then rot from his amorous floti, 
Haſted away on his duty, 

Swore to Minerva a daintable auch. | 
He'd never think more of ber beauty. 


1 

3 
1 

1 
* 

| 

TH 
ve 

Ws 

14 


— 


— 


— 


— — 
— — 
2 - 


- — 
— > >= - X 
— = 6 


ER 7 


"20.39 3 


Sing Bachelor Bluff, Bachelor Bluff, 
Hey ſor a heart as tout as buff. 


Thoſe that live ſingle, they never wear horns, 
Thoſe that live ſingle are happy; 

Thoſe that are married do lie upon thorns, 
They always go ragged and ſhabby, 


Sing cuckolds come dig, cuckolds come dig, 


Round about cuckolds come Gance to my jig. 


Thoſe that ive a 5. neꝰ er fear a rout, 
Nothing to them can be ſweeter ; 


They have no wife for to ſimper and pout, 


Crying how can you leave me, deai Peter . 


Sing Bachelor Bluff, Bachelor Bluff, 
Hey for a heart as Rout as buff. 


Le belies and flirts, has are ſo fair, 


Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love? ? 


For ſure you'll find them all ſincere, 


If you'll but kind and conſtant prove 


But if you flight their paſſions Kill, 


And tyrannize o'er hearts ſo true; 


Depend upon't they'll all rebel, 


And never care a damn for you. 


I! hold your fooliſh tongue, 
Little ſmiling Cupid faid, 


Have you never heard it ſung, 


That conſtancy wou'd win a maid * 


The greateR men alive 
_ Have been by Cupid's power overcone ; 


Lis in vain with love to ſtrive, 


Tho! arm'd with iw ord, and (pear, and IN 


Then — your arms, ſons of war, 
There's no quarr'ling with the fair. 


55 


SONG UV. 


| [. 
Friend of mine came here yeltreen, 
And he wou'd hae me doun 
To drink a bottle of ale wi him 
In the niet Vorrows town. 
But O! indeed it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war ſor me; 
For lang or cer that I came hame, 
Ly wife had tacn the zee. 


II. | 
We fat ſac late, and drank ſae tout. 
The truth | tell to you, 
That lang or e'er midnight came, 
We were a' roaring fou. 


My wife fits at the rs lde: 


And the tear blinds ay her eie, 


The ne'er a bed will ſue gae too; 


But ſit and tar the gee. 
III. 


in the morning don, when I came down, 


The nier a word ſhe ſpare; 
But monny a fad and icvr look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 
My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee, 
To look ſa2 wur on me? 
never do the like again, 
It uu never tak the gee. 
. Iv. 
Vw hen that ſhe heard, the ran, ſue tlang 
Her arms about my neck; | 
And tu enty kitles in a crack, 
And poor, wee thing, the. grat 
It you I ne'er do the like again, 
13-1: bide at lame vi me; | 


be ay my lite Pe be the wiſe 


Ihat's never tak the gee, 
| D | 
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TUNE, Fy, lets a' to the Bridas. 


I. 
Is rae very lang fin fine, 
That 1 had a lad of wy ai; 

Put now he's awa to anither, 

And leſt me a' my lain. 
The lais he's courting has ſiller. 

And ! hae nane at a'; 
And »tis nought but the love of the toc 

That's tane my lad aw a. 


1. 
But I'm bly th, that my heart's m 
And I'll keep it a' my life, 
Until that | meet wi' a lad, 
Who has ſenſe to wile a good K. 


ain. 


For tho? 1 ſaid my fell, 


That ſhou'd nae ſaid. tis true, 
The lad that gets me ſor a wife, 
He'll ne'er hae occaſion to rue 
III. 
gang ay fou clean, and fou tola, 
As a' the nei'bours can tell; 


Tho' Pre ſeldom a gown on my back. 


Bur fic as I ſpm myſell. 
And when Pm clad in my curtiey , 
I thiak myſell as braw 
Is Suſie, wi' a her pearling, 
That's tane my lad awa. 


IV. 


But I with they were buckb'd tog ether, 


and 117 they live happy for liſe : 
Tho) Willie does hight me, and's left 
The chiald, he deſervcs a good wife. 
But, O! Pm blyth that I've miſs'd him, 
A8 bl yth a 42 80 el Can be; : 
For ae that 5 {:c keen othe {uler 
Will ne'er a gree wi me. 


p » a 


* * 
* — 


hat as the truth is, I'm hearty, 
hate to be ar and ſcant; 

[he wie thing 1 hac, 21. make ute dt. 

Ind nne ane about me shell want. 

'm a good guide o the warld, 
I ken when to had and io gie; 

jor wehnging and cringing {or Aller 

** ill ne'er agree wy me 


| \T. 
Contentment is better than riches, 
An he wha has that, has enough; 

The maſter is jeldom ſue happy 
As Robin that drives the plongh, 

Bur if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 

To make me his partner for lie ; 

If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy. 

Le l bw. on his leer {or a wiſe. 


SONG LVI. 
ROSsLIN CAS TI. k. 


1. . 
WAS in that ſeaſon of the year 

When all thu gs gay and {wect appear, 
That Colin with rhe morning ray, | 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay. 

: 6 
Or Nanny's charms the ſhepherd dung 
The hills and dale, witch Nanny rung 
While Ruflir, Caitle heard the twain, 
And echo'd back thc cheartu! train. 
| III. 

Abe ſweet muſe, the breathing form; 
With rapture warms ; 60 an ling 
Awake and join ihe voc. al Mhrongs 
Ard mail the moraing with a ſong. 

I V. | 
To Nanny raiſe hs chearful Jay, 
bid her Þaile and come a wi y 3 
02.3 
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in {weete!t ümiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graccs to the morn. 

| V. 

O, hark my love! on every ſpray 

Fach feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 

"Vis beauty fires the raviſn'd throng, 

And love inſpires the melting ſong. 
* 

Then let my raptur'd ſoul ariſe, 

For beauty darts trom. Nanny's eyes; 


And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with fuget alarms. 


VII. 
O come, my love! Thy Colin's lay 
With rapture calls: O come away; 
Come, while the maſe the wreath ſhall twits 


Around that modcit brow of thine. 


VIII. 
O hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 


Theſe graces that fo tw eetly ſhine, 
And charm tlis n heart of mine. 


8 0 NG. LVIL 
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V f been courting at a laſs. 
Theſe tw renty da ys and mair, 
Her father winna gie me her, 
She has ſic a pJcib of gear. 


= But gin ! had her where Ll wou's 


Amang the hether here, 
id arive to win l ter kindneſs, 
For a her father's care. 
| II. 


For ſlie's a bonny ſonfic laſs, 


An armsſu', 1 ſwear; 


IJ wou'd marry ber without a COAL, 


Or veer a piack o' gear. 
For, trud me, when I ſaw her fir ft, 
She ga me fic a wound, 
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That : a' the doors the earth 
Can never mak me ſound. 
Hl. _. | 
For when ſhe's abſent frae my fight, 
I think upon her fill; | 
And when 1 fleep, or u hen I wake, 
She does iny ſenſes fill. 
May Hcav'ns guard the bonny laſs 
That ſweeiens a' my lie; . 
And ſhame 14 ne gin e'er 1 ſeck 
Anither for my wite, 


SONG Lui. 


TW EE D 81D E. 


V JHA T beauties does Tra diſcloſe ? 


How ſine2t are her i:niles u; bon Tavoend ? 


Tet Mary's ſtill tweeter than choice; 


Both nature and fancy exccel. 


Nor daiſy, nor ſweet-bluſhing roſe, 


Not all the gay flowers of the fic id, 


Not Taveed gliding gently through thoſe, 


Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 


T he warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet. the 3 and the thruth, 

The blackbird and ſw cooing dove, 
With mutic eure er'ey buth, 


Conte, let us go forth to the mend, 


Let us ice how the pr nroſes ſpring ; . 
We'll lodge i in ſome vil: ge on Tavesd, | 
Aud 1 love whi Ic the leather'd folks fag. 


How does my love paſs the long a iy! 
Does Mary not tend a few ſucep! 3 
Do they never cur. ele ivy ſtray. 
While happily the lies afl. p? 
Twoeed's murmurs ſhould inil her to reſt; 
Kind nature indulę. ing my baſs.” © 
To relieve the ſoit nains of my breaſt, 
Pd Ae. ] an ambrofal kiſs. * 
oh "WW 2 
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Ti ſhe does the virgins excel; 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Lov. 's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's fait, where thouſands are ſair. 
Say, armer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 
Oh teil ine at noon where they teed ; 
Shall cel them on ſueet winding Tar 
Or the rat banks of the Tavced ? 


SONG LIX. 


Nes AND Wir, 


1 1 u, and 1 wil tell you how 
Ywmny wailing U7//;e came to woc. 
Tho) he cull leither ſay nor om 
"= "TMs unth I tell to you. 
But ay he crics, hate er betide, 
Aldous, e hc her to be my bride. 
71 170 a fat. dat, &c. 


On h 5 gray yad as be did ride, 
55 ith dur and idol by his file, 
He pt ick'd her on wr meible pride, 
- Wi male muta and glee. 
| Out 0 yon mots, out Ver yon muit, 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
With a Fat, dla. RC; 
Go dman, qu ch he, be ye TEE 2 
I'm come your deughier's love to win, 
care na for 21, king meikle din, 
hat wniwer gi'e ye me? 
Now. wo r. GUUU ve, wou d ye light down: 
i gie ye my dou Thter's love to win, 
ii th a al, dat, Sc. | 


Noa, wover, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ve \.in, or in What town ? 
1 think ty Joughter winna gloom 
Gn fic u lad as ye 
The wooer his wa d np the houſe, 


and wow but he was WOROICUS ercuſe. 
Fas : fat, tub, + 


1 1 


have three ou ſen in a plough, 
Twa good gwen yads. and gear enougi. 
The place they ca' it Cadnenough ; 
1,*corun to tell a lie: 
Beſides, 1 had irae the great laird, 
A peat pat, and a lang Kail yard, 
IVith a ſul, dal, &c 


The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She was the hrawelt in a the town © 
1 wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonmlie. 

The lavet he itended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
Hith a fal, dal, &c. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here ; 
I'm young, and ha'e enough o' gear; 
And for myſell you uced na fear 
Troth, try we whan ye like. 
He took aif his bounzt, and ſpat in his chory, 
He dighted his gab, aud he pri'd her mou”. 
With a /al, dal, & . 


The maiden bluſh'd, and bing'd iu law, 
She had na will to tay hin _z 
But to her dady ih Jett it 4“, 
As they twa could agrees 
The lover he gu'e her the tither Kiſs, 
5y ne ran 10 her da 5, and well him th. 
41 J a fat, al. -&c. 


Your doughier wad na ſay me na. 
But to youriell the las lebr it a“, 
As we could ger tween us wa; 
Sav, u hut il ye 80 ine un her ? 
Now, wooer, quo hr, | tie nae moikle, 
wo lic's I na'e. ye's get à pickle, 
With a fat, dl. &c een 


A kilntu' of corn 100 bie to thee, 
Three joun.s of theep, ta good ini 
Ye's hae che vv adding tree; 
Troth, 1 dow do na mair, 


1 


* 2 


— 
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Content, quo' he, a bargain be't. 


Fin far frae hame, make haſte let's do't. 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


The bridal day it came to paſs, 
With mony a blytheſome lad and laſs ; 
But ficken a day there never was, 
Sic mirth was never ſcen. 


This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 


Meis John ty'd up che marria; Se- bands. 
With a fal, dal, &c. 

And our bride's maidens were na few. 
Wi tap knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were braw new, 

And blinkit bonnilie. 


Their toys aud matches were {ae clean, 


They glanced m our ladies“ cen. 
Bith a fal, dul, &c. | 


Sic hirdum, dirdun, an! fi: din, 


Wei he ofer her, aud ihe ver him; 
The minſtr els the V did never blin, 


Wy meksc mirth and pice. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their wames tether met. 
With a fal, dal, Ke 


SONG: LY. 


The W Of CowWDEN EN OW. 


OW Blyth ilk morn was J to fre 
The ſwain come over the hill \ 


He ſkipt the bury, d Hew to me: 


_ I met him with good will. | 

© the broom, ile bouny, berry broom, 

The broom e Cori mn nwowss 

Jai I were mith d,j?u fwain, 
With bis f ihe and 1: ewes. 


I neither wanted ewe wor lamb, 


While hs flock nter me lay: 


He l 11 T3908 1h ey at i ight, 


And eye 477d wc u' the day. 
tte broim, Kc. 


1 
He tum d his pipe and recd ſae ſweet, 
Ihe burds ſtood liſt'ning by: 8 
E'en the dull catile flood and gaz'd, 


Charnyd with his melody. 
| 9 the bro mm, &. 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play; 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? never ſac rich and gay. 

O the breum, &. 


Hard fate, that 1 ſuhou'd baniſſed be. 
Sang hcavily and mourn, | 
Becaule 1 Jov'd the kindeſt ſwain 

That ever yet was born, 

O the broom, &c. | 

He did oblige me every hour, 
Cou'd | but ſaichfu' be? | 

He flaw my heart: cou'd i reſuſe 
Whate'er he aſk d of me ? 

© the broom, &c. 5 | 


My doggie, and my little kit 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 
May now lie uſeleſs by. 5 
Ohe broom, &c, 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewell a pleaſures there; 
Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſw ain, 

Is a' I crave or care. | 
O the broom, the b:nny, bonn) br gene, 
The hreom of Cowdenknouws; 

1 wiſh I were with my dear faut. 
Mill his pipe and my ewes. 


The Lak Fo” oc EATY' wr 


HE laſs of Peaty's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and Su 
in ſpite of all my ſbill, 
AZath flole my heart away. 


of 1 


When tedaing of the hay, 
Bare - headed on the green, 
Love 'midſt her locks did pla y, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaits riſuig in their dawn, 

To age it would give youth 
To preis 'em with his hand. 

Thro' all my ſpirits ran 

An ecſtaſy of bliſs, 

When 1 ſuch ſwectneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
L. ike flowers which grace the wild. 

She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 

Her looks they were ſo —_ 

Free from affected pr 
She me to love beguil'd, : 
1 with'd her for my bride. 


O! had I all that wealth 
Hlopeton's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And plealur es at my will; 
Fd promiſe and fulfill, 
That none but bonny ſue, 
The las of Peaty's mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the fame wi me. 


SONG IXI. 


The YELLOW-HAIK'D LaDBDIF, 


N April, whe primroſes paint the ſweet plain. 
And ſummer approaching rejuiceth the twain, 
The YeVow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn. 


To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees grow, 


J 
\ 


* 


1 ſang with fo ſaft and ackaniag a ſound, 
T hat Silvans and Fairies unſcen danc'd around, 


The ſhepherd thus ſang, Tho' young Maya be fair. 
Her beauty is daſli'd with a ſcornfu' proud air 
But Suſie was handſome, and {weetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes perium'd in the ſpring, 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never {poke truth 
But Suſie was taithtul, good-humour'd, and free, 


And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r 15 
Was awkwardly airy, and trequently ſour : 
Then ſighing, he wiſhed, would parents agree, 
The rr le cet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


SONG LXI. 


| Throw the Wood, LADDIE. 
8 O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 
| Thy preſence cou'd cate me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie 1 ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Iho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
85 And primrotes ſpringing; 
Vet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When through the woud, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am foriaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 

I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev ning and morning, 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When tarow the wood, laddie, 1 wander myſell. 


Then ay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But, quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha' s living in languor, till that happy day, 
When through the wood, laddie, we'l dance, ſing, and 


Play. 
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SONG LXIV. . 
| N Q 
To the TUNE of, GiLptx Roy. 3 
H! Chloris, con'd I now but fit 4 Ti 
As unconcern'd, as when LB 
Your in{ant beauty could beget | w 
No happineſs nor pain ! 
When I this dawning did admire, | 
And prais'd the coming day, | 3 
I little thought that riſing fire | M. 
Wou'd take my reit away. | ch 
| 11 
Your charms in harmleſs childhood lav. | 
As metals in a mine. 
Age trom no face takes more away, 
1 han youth conceal'd in thine : | 
But as your charms inicufibly | "vi 


To their pei tection preſt; * 
50 love as unperceiv'd did f, | 82 
And center'd in my breail. 8 


My paſſion with your beauty grew. 


While Cupid at my heart, Te 1 a 

Still as his mother favour'd you, | „ 

Threwea new flaining dart; : | Es 1 Sy 

Zach glory'd in their wanton part; | : 

To make a lover, he | 
Employ'd the utmoſt of his art; * 

To make a beauty, the. | 5 _ 

| | f 


SON G LXV. 


An thou were my ain Thing. 


I'd 

ur race divine thou needs mult be, N 

Since nothing earthly equals thee; _ | Ar 

For Heaven's fake, oh ! favour me, 1] 
| % Who only lives to love thee. Sep | | 5 

14 An thou were my ain thing, | 5M : 

1.0 J would love thee, I would love thee ; | I 

. An thou were my ain thing, | j 44 

| Hob dearly would I love thee ! | 
9 


E 0 1 


The gods one thing pecutiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; 
for their ſake ſupport a flave, 
Who only lives todore thee, 
An th ure, &c. 


To merit I no claim can mae 


But that 1 love, and tor your fate. 
What man can nume I'leU undertake, 
So dearly do | love thee, 
Ya iheu wer, &e. 


My paſſion, conflant as the fun, 

Flames ſtronger ſtiil, will n2'er have dong 
Till fates my thread of life have ſpun 
Which breathing out 1 love tice. 

An thou Wer CL Ec. 
CS 6 0 0.0.0 w—⏑—⁹ © © 


Like bees that {ck the morning dew 
Frac flowers of ſweeteſt tceut ad hew, 


Sae wad I dwell upo thy mou, 


And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou were, &c. 


Sac lang's I had the uſe of Ii he 
Vd on thy beanties feall my fight, 
Syne in ſaft whilpers hroagh the night, 
i'd tell how much I lO d thee. 
Au then were &c. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean 3 ? 
She moves a goddeſs o'r the green; 
Were l a king, thou ſhould be queen. 
Nane but myſell aboon thee. 
An thou were, &«c. 


I'd graſp thee to this hreaſt of mine, 


. Whullt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 


Around my ftronger linibs thowld twins, 
Form'd hardy to defend the -. 
An thu were &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not lay, 
in thining youth let's make our hay ; 
F. 


1 
Since love admits of nae delay, 
O let rac ſeorn undo thee, 


1 2 2 
747. 7 t SS 27 , Ke. 


White love does at his altar lands 
Hae, ticre's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And, with ilk mile, thou ſhalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee. 
Aa tio ere, Ke. 


8 O NG Ii. 


The Mii, Mib----0. 


ENFATH a green ſlinde I ſand u fair maid, 
D Was fceping tound and RillJ—O; 
A lowan wi obe, my tancy m_ rove 
Around her with dood will— 
Uer boſon I preſs'd; but ſunk in he reſt, 
Sbe ſtirt' dna my joy to ſpill-0: | 
While kindly the pm clole to her 1 crept, 
And kits'd, and kiis'd her my 0. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to 1: nd, 
1 emiiuy my courage and full—O, 
Frae her 3 [ {taw, bolt ſails and awa', 
For the wind View fair on the bill—0Q, 


Taxa venr; Lrou:: ht me hame, where loud- iraiſins {cams 


T: Id me with u voice right ſhril—0, 
Ny lats, like 2 100], had. mounted the 8 
Mew kend wha hd done her the ill 


MG ten of her charms, with my fon in ber arms, 
12 ly ing Io; we d how ſhe fell O. | 
WO the tar in her eye, quoch the, Let me die, | 
8 de 54, an tell—0 
ve ehre the corn mand, I took her Ly the hand, 
e bed her a' tears expel—0, 
20 hat Mair 55 wan, for 1 vas the min 


Tx'Y . 3 * 6 i . P : 
aa Jad done 141 theo dc d D ſell 0. 
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If 1 did offence, I'ſe make ve amends 


Before 1 leave Peggy's Mil O. 
G the mill, OA and tre hel. til -O, 
And the ccaglu v the aul: 


Tle fack and th ett, 4 lu ie una 


«Pp 


- 


Jud round aut 7 er ro: ——. 
/ oO i | 


SONG LA\1L 


The young Les: c und Ms 88 


II E carl he cane o'er the craft, 
And his beard new ſhav n, 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carl rrows that I wad le him. 
Howt awa, 1 winna line him! 

Na, forſooth, 1 winng Bie him! 
For a? his beard be new hav'n, 

Ne'er a bit will 1 hae Lim. 
A 5 broach he gae me nieſt, 


To faſten on my curchea nooke d. 
1 wor'd a wee upon my brealt, 


But ſoon, alake ! the tongue o't crauked ; : 


And ſae may his, 1 winna hae hin, 
Na, ſoriooth, I winna hie him, 
Ane twice a bairn's a laſs's jeit; 
Sae ony fool for me ma) hac him. 


Ti carl has na fault but ane 
For he has land and dollars plenty; 
But wae's me for him ! ſin and banc 
Is no for a plump laſs of twenty. 
_ Howt awa, I vinni hae him, 
Na, for {ovoth, I xcrinaa hae Ii: 
3 hat ſi- mifies h:s dirty 11. 335⁵5, | 
And caſh, without a man wil em? 


Put ſhou'd my ak; ard dady gar 
Me tak him gain my i: clination, 
warn the fumbler to be ware, 
17. hat antlers diana claim their taticn, 
E 2 
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Io wt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na, ferſooth, 1 winna hae him! 
I'm flee'd to crack the haly band, 
Sade lawty ſays, 1 thou'd na hae him. 


3 O NG LXVH. 
To the | p 2 U N E 0¹ 3 A Pres «lM 4 2 Met Nil n. 


Have a green park and a wee pickle gowd, 
benny piece land and planting on't, | 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ftow'd ; 

But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't; 

To grace "it, and trace it, 
And gie me delig cht; 2 
To bleſs me, and kiſk me, 
And comfort my ſaht, 


Wich beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, " 


Aud na mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring on't, | | 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair; | 


Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 


She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair: 


I lore while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faireſt, and dear elt. | 
Delight of my mind, 0 
_ Whoſe gracious embraces 9 
By heaven were detivn'd | 


For happieſt tranſports, and Licfſes rcfin'd, 


Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet, 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hinds 


Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine : 
Thus freed trae laigh care, while love fills our minds, | 
Our days fhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine, 
150 Then hear me, and chear me | 
Wich ſmiling conſent, | 
| Believe me, and give me 
Neo cauſe to lament, | 
Since i n&er can be happy, till thou ſav, Content, 
{'m pleas'd with my Jamie, aud he (hall be mine, 


7 — 
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S ON G ILIX. 


Willy was a wanton Wag. 


| \ 7 ILLY was a wanton wag, 
VV The blytheil Jad that e'cr ſaw, 

At bridais ſtill he bore the brag, 
And carry d ay the gree awa : 
Flis doublet was of Zetland lag, 

And wow! but Willy he was braw, 
And at * ou der h: eg tig, 

That pleas'd the }ailes bet 'of a7. 


He was a man without a ciag; 
. His heart was frank without a aw; 
I And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
B When he went to the weapon: thay. 
| TVpon the green nane durd hin bra 
The fiend a ane amang them a'. 


And was not Willy well worth cow's ? 
He wan the love of great and ſtun 3 
Por ater he the bride had ls d, 
He kiis'd the laſſes ha!-fale u'. 
Zue merrily round the ring they row“, 
_ When be the hand he led them u. 
| And {mack on ſoact. on them beitow' ©, 
3 Ay virtue of a landing law. | 


And was na Willy a KTE.Ut Oven, 
As ihvre a 10k as cer war een Fi 
When he danc'd with FP e ales ound, 

on The bridegroom ipeer'd wer. 10 Ribes. 
| Quoth W Welt K ve been at the il. 

With boboing, faith, my ihanbs n 
Gae cu' your b: ide and 1nwdens in, 

For Vitly he dow do nae nar, 


Then re! 5, ily, 13: Tas Out, 
and fora wee (i! up the ring: 
Pur, ſhame ligh! on his 1ouple nut. 
He wan:ed Willy's wanton fling, 

| E 


* 
A 
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Ihen fraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, M "ell 5 me on your bonay face, 

With bobbing Willy's thanks are 1uir, 
And 1 am come out to fill his place. 


Bride g room, ſhe ſays, von'll ſpoil the dance 


And at the ring you'3l ay be lat ag,. 
Enleis, like Wiliy, ve advance : 

(0! Willy has a . on leg”; 
r wit he Jearns us u' 10 ect, 

And ſoremoſt ay bears np the ring; 
\ SW 111 nc ne ſic a: 4433 CINg here. 

i wo want Willy's wanton ting, 


SON GQ LXX. 


NN Bessr, TUNE. 3.7 
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E 3 Were or many V1zUnes ſewer, 
lie wad ever dive de! aan, 5 
And in trau port nde me vie her, 
Bim Fey, thee alane | 
Love t, naetking ciſe about thiee; 
With thy comennets Im N | 
"2h 12 1 1 
Aud langer cant lire WRROAL tüte 


Zens's b n Aft and warm, 
-white fingers Rülemfioy'd; 
o takes her to his ar 2, | 

1 9 
Wi 8 cc! can de er 106 407 =. 
Ii dear Blip, when the roles 


's beauties ſhine ſae brig” at. 
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Leavetay chieck, as nn grows auider 


Abe, Hhich thy mind diſclotes, 
ul deep! iove irae grow ing CAUIGET 
*; 's tochuer is bu: ſcanty, 
8 her luce and ſoul di ſcovers 
Theſe inch. ry ſweers in plenty 
Maſt eatice a thoutind lovers, 
Tis not money, but a we man 
Ot a teinper "HE" and caiy, 
Th :t gives hap; ineſs uncommon, 
etted tuings can nonght but rea-, 
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S ON G IXXI. 


Thc laſt Time 1 came o'er the Moor. 


i ha” laſt time 1 came oer the mony, 
1 left my love behi 2d me. 

Te powers! what pain do I crudare, 
When ſoft ideas nth me? 

oon as the rvddy morn qiſptay'd 

he be: ami Jay enſuing, 

{ wet bezines iny lovely maid, 
In ft retreat for Wwooing. 


Feneath the coming ſhade we lay, 
Cazmny and chately ſporting : 

e l. i. „d and promi'd time away, 
Til wpht ſpread her black curtain. 
pied ll bencath the ſkies, 

Fn kings, when the was nigh me; 
12 nes | b:beid ler eyes, 
Which cmd but ill deny me. 


IV 


Shau'd 1 Le call d where cannons roar, 
\ nec nic; oc! may ou, 4 16 5 
Or cali vpor ibn foreign ſhore 
1 
1 


V ere danger“ Mar in Cas mc. 


* 
- 


et hopes agalh th ice my love, 
* 6 
"Y Ee : * * 8 : = . 5 
lo eat en geng Kies, 
r U " * » * - 1 2 * * 

{mate my ares at giſtanes move. 
* o i fs t ; of % g : 
1 4 37011 9 iel Dies. 


4 . q 
p _ — ! "I 
f in 14} Ty ICs 1. re“ - 101 One 5. aL - 
* 


lng Excel in erery grace. 
3 her 1% love at eeutcr. 
_ Ber the ions in: 411 Ceaic 10 R M.. 
Their wares the Alps hal! . 
On Ereenland ee ſhall 10: s blow, 
Estare I cc to lone her. 


The next i:ne Igo wer the moor, 
She thail ever fin?! me; | 
And that my 1aith is firm and pure, 

Tlo' 1 keit her behind ms ; 


157 1 


Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall blofſum. 


SONG LXXIL 
Tak your auld Cloak about vou. 


N winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And ſroſt and fnaw on ilka hill, 

And Borz:as, with his blults ſae bald, 
Was threat ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell, my wiſe, wha loves na arife, 
She 1aid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, goodman, ſave Cromy' s life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come ot a good kine; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns mon, : 
And I am laith that ſhe thou d ty ne,; 

Get up, goudman, it is tou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie ; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
A hea it was fitting tor my wear; 

But now it's ſcantly wor'h a groat, 

For 1 have worn't ths thirty year; 


Let's ſpend the year that we have won, 


Ve Intle ken the day we'll die: 
Then be provd, ſince 1 have {worn 
To have a uew cloak about me. 


In days when our bing Robert rang, 
His trews they cot but kit a crown; 
He faid, they weie a givat Oer dear, 
And call'd the talen thie and loun. 
Tie was the king that wore a CIOUWN, 
And thou'rt 2 min len d. gree; 
Tis pride puts 4 the ©: nrry Coun, 
Sac tak thy auld cloii about Luce, 


„ 


Every land has its ain laugh. 
lik kind of corn it has its ho: { 5 

i think the warld is a' run wrang 
When ilka wije her man v' ad . 

Do ye rot fee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded g: Mantle. 

| V Nile 1 fit hurklen in the aſe! 

I' have a new cloak about me, 


Goodman, 1 vat *tis thirty xcars 

Since we hid ane anither ken; 
And we nase had between us twa, 

Of las and bonuy laltes ten: 
Now they are women grown and men, 
I with and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 

F'ea tak your auld cloak about ye. 


Bell, my wiſe, ſhe loves na ſtriſe ; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy life, 
1 aft maun yield, though I m goodm an : 
Nought's to be won at woman's haud, 
Unleſs ye cive her @? the plea ; 
Then I'll leave aff where 1 began, 
And tak my auld cloak about in: 


SONG LXXUL. 
| She raiſe and loot me in. 
T HE E night her films fable wore. 


And gloomy were the ſkies ; 
Of olitt'ring ſtars appear'd no mor: 
T than thoſe i in Nelly's eyes. 
When at her father's yate 1 knOck'c Co 
Where I had often been, 
She, ſhrouded only wirh her ſmock, 


Aroſe and loot me in. | - 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe FOR WENDY 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd : 

Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing fact 
And ev'ry touch iuſlam's 
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My eager paſſion 1 obey'd, 
Retvlv'd the fort to win : 

And her ſond heart was ſoon betray*c 
Jo yield and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond exprefſing, 
Tranſporting was the jay; 

1 knew no greater bl. hing, 

So bleis'd a man vis l, 5 

And ſhe, all raviſh d with d. Os 
Bid me oft come again; 

And kindly vow'd, thar ee ry nig k. 

She'd riſe and * e in. 


But ah! at 15 n prov'd with barn, 
And ſigh. 1 44% and dull. | 

Anil that was as much rollin” 1. 
Look'd een jus like + 4001. 

Her lovely eyes will us ran oer, 
Repenting her 1 1 T 

She ſigh'd, * curs a the tatal hour, 
Ihat &er the loot me in. 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 

Or from ſuch b.auty part? 

1 lov d her ſo, I could not leave 
T..e charmer of my heart; 

But weed, and concealPd our crime: 
Thus all was well again, 

And uow ſhe thanks the happy rime 
That « e' er (he loot me in. 


8 O NG LXXIV. 


| NI XY days have heen ſo wondrous free, 
he little birds that fly, 
With carele's eaie, from tee to tree, 
Were not ſo bleſs'd as ! 


Al Sliding waters, if a tear 
ot mine iacreas'd their ſtream: 
Or aik the flying gales, if &er 

1 lent a ſigh to chem. 


* 
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Zut now my ſermer days retire, 

| And I'm by beauty caught: 

| The tender chains of twect deſire 
Are 1ix'd upou my thought. 


An exger hope within my breaſt 
Docs every doubt controul; 

1 And lovely Nancy ſtands contels'd 

| The fav'rite of my foul. 


RR. Ye rightingales, ye twiſling pines, 
Ye jwains that haunt the x grove, 

| Ye gentle echoes breezy winds, 

| Ye cio:e retreats of love; 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Ailut the dear deſign, 

O teach a young unpractic'd heart. 
To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 

B us mach as of deſpair, 

5 Op Ami har; div covet to be great, 
Unlels it be for her. 


Tis true the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſolt dillreſfs; 
Yet while rhe fair 1 love is kind, 
1 cannot wilk it leſs. 


| | SONG ILXxXV. 


| The Birks | of 1 NV . RM XI. 
. Bf L 
11 E {1 niling m morn, the breathing "II ing * 
1 Invite the tuneful birds to fig; 2 
"x And white they warble from the ſpray, 


| Love melts the univerfal lay, 
Loet us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
| Like them, improve the hour that flies; 
And in ſoſt raptures walle the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 
11. | 
For ſoon the winter of the year, | 4 
And age, life's winter, will appear, | 


4 


1 
; Art this thy living bloom will ſade, 
As that will {trip the verdant lhade : 

Our taſte of pleature then is o'er, 

The ſeather'd ſongſters are no more; 

And when they droop, and we decay, 

Adieu the birks ot Invermay. 

III. 

T he laverocks now and lintwhite f.ng, 
The rocks around with echoes ring; 
The mavis and the blackbird vie, 
in tuneful {trains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer-ſuits ; 
To mirth all nature now invites : 

Let us be blythſome then and gay 

Among the birks of Invermay. 

IV. 

Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and ſriiking lambs 
£fambol and dance about their dams; 
The bu:y bees with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 

Let us, like them, then ting and play 
About the bir ks of Inv . 
| V. 

Hark, how the waters as they fall, 

Lou ily my love to gladneſs call; 

The wanton waves ſport i in the | ams. 
And fithes play throughout the flreams; 
The circhng fun does now advance, 

And all the plancts round him dance : 
Jet us us jovial be as they 

Among” the birks of Invermay. 


S O NG LXXVL 
Tarry Woo. 
„„ 1. 
ARRI woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 


Zard it well, card it well, 
_ Card it well ere ve begin. 
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When 'tis carded, row'd, and ſpun, 
Then the work is hatlens done; 

But when woven, drels'd, and clean, 
It may be cleaving tor a queen. 


II. 

Sine, my bonny harmleſs ſheep, 
That teed upon the mountains iteep, 
Bleating ſweetly as ye go 
Through the winter's froſt and ſnow; 
Hart, and hynd, and tailaw-deer, 

No be ha. ſo uſeſul are; 
Frae kings to him that hads the plow, 
Are © all oblig'd to tarry v09. 


III. 
up, ye ſhepherds, dance 40d ſkip, 
O'er the kills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too: 
Har lan creatures without blame, 
That clead the back and cram the WAKE, 
Keep us warm and hcarty fou; 
Leeſe me on the tarry won. 

How happy is a ſhepherd's lite, 
Far trae courts and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bac, 
And the lambkias ant{wer mae: 

No 1uch muſic to his ear, 
Ot thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and colly too 
Weil d-icnd the tarry won. 
. . | 

He lives content, and envies none; 
Not even a monarch on his throne, 
Tho' he the royal ſceptre wars, 
Has uot ſwecter holy days. 
ho be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſh-pherd ſings ſae well; 

Sings Jae well, and pays his due 
unn bouelt heart and tarry woot 


l 62 J | 
SONG LXXVI.L 1 
O little do the landmen know N 
Of what we ſailors feel; He x 
When waves do mount and w inds do blow 2 He f 
But we have hearts of ſteel : 5 ] Tha 
No danger can atright us, No! 
No enemy ſhall flout; 8 | 1 
We'll make "the Monſieurs right us; | Fo 
So tols the cann about. : Fear 
Stick Nout to orders, meſſmates, Till 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink, E 
Then France, have at your firſt- rates, 
For Britons never {hrink : 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 


_ We'll bring them in by ſcores, 1 8 4 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble Commodore; 
Well ſpend our wages freely, boys, 0 
And then to fea for more: | 
In peace we Il drink and ſing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 
Here's a health to George, our king, boys, | 
and the royal family. | 


SONG IXXVIII. mr 
Youns FaTtT:r. 3 


by OUNG Patty was wanton, young Patty was > 
She'd dance, and ſhe'd fing with the ny mphs all —— 
the day: 7 | 


Yet {he was afraid, tho' for why ſhe knew not, 
Airaid of a man—— but no matter for that. 


Briſk Colin, v-ho long bad the maid in his eye, 
And ſaw how determin'd the was to be ſhy, 
Approach'd her, reivlv'd her ſweet lips to be at; 
But from him the flew——tho' no matter for that, 
Wich all the wing'd ſpeed that a lover con'd make, 
The Shepherd purſa'd her, his beart was at ſtake. 


a + 8% AA A Aces. at 


al! 


No longer afraid 


Let fancy paint next chat 1 mu? not declare, 
But take with my ſong theſe inſtrudions, ye fair; 
Fear guards you from all that the men would be at; 


| Till wedded fear man- en, no matter ſor that. 
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ne caught her, and ſigh'd, thon'rt an angel dear Patt, 
The nymph ſtopt him ſhort—with no matter for that, 


He preſs'd her ſoſt hand, while he kneel'd at her feet, 
He ſpoke ſuch kind things i in a manner ſo ſweet, 
That Patty conſented to fit down and chat, 


but no matter for that. 


SONG IXXIX. 


ELL me, 1: :lles, have you ſeen 
Lately wand'ring o'er the green, 
_ Cupid's ſon, a little bor, | 


Pull of frolic, mirth and joy. 


Can ye ſind his ſhelter, ſay, 


He's from Venus gone aſtray. 


Tell me laſſes, &c. 5 
By his marks the god you'll know, 


Ober his thoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 


Porſon ſure to human hearts; 


Though he's little, naked, blind, 


He can triumph o'er the mind. 


Tell me laſſes, &c. 


Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found, 
While the boſom' d heart it pai AS, 
No external mark remains, N 


 Reaſon's ſhield itſelt is brol- 


57 the unexpected ltroke, 
Tell ms lafſes, &. 


Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie 
Baſking in the ſunny eye; 


Oftentimes his prey he ſee: 


On the maiden's roſy checks; 

Sometimes he in cur ling hau , 
Ir lnowy boſoms, forms hi. mare 

Tell mo es, &c. 
F 2 
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She that the receſs reveals 
Where the god himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kils receive this night 
From him who is her hear” 8 delight : 
To Venns let her bring the boy, 


She ſhall taſte love's ſweerett joy. 
Tell we 1 ales , &c. 


S O NG IAA. 
] ke orb eee CANTAT A, 


RECITAT:VE. = 
8 linke i ing Tom the ſtreets his trade aid ery, 
A He {aw his lor cly Sylvia paſſing by; 
In daſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cynders round her lovely wailt ; 
Tom, with upliſted hands th” occuſien bleſt, 
And thus in foothing ſtrains the maid addreſt. 


| A1R. 
O Sylvia, while you drive ycur carts, 

To pick up duſt, you Real our hearts, 
Lou take our duſt and ſteal Hur hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dvells among the duſt with you. 


Oh! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my hcart out of your cart, 
Give me the heart you fiule again. 


| RFCITATIVE. 
mu advanc'd above the rabble rout 

Exuiting, roll'd Ler ſparkling eyes a hands 

<be heav'd her {v: eling broa't as black as floe, 
And look d diſdain on little folks below; | 
To Tom the nodded as the cart drew a 


And then, reiv!y'd :c fl enz, the cry'd, Stop John. 


Shall I, who ride above the res, 


\ 


Be by a paultry croud oppret ! 


d-. ＋ * 25 2 
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WH 

| Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall Janguiſh ar.d adriiye 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, | 
Ghall long 40 ride, long to ride, long to ride in 
„ duit-cart. 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my dult- cart. 


8 0 U  ELXXXI. 
T OBY R E D U 67 5: 


| JR FAR Tom, this br own jug that now ſoarns with 
| | „ id Me, 

| (In vehich 1 will drink to ſweet Nan = PY valc), 
Was once : oby Filpot, a thirſty old lou), 
As cer drank a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about *twas h's praile to excell. 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell.— 

Bell, he bore oF che bell. 8 


i chanc'd as in dog days he ſit at his eaſe, 

{ tn his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe ; 

| Miiha friend and a pipe puſling ſorrow away, 

And with hone't old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 

His breath-Gdo0 of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full às big ras a Dorcheiter butt. 


* s body, when long in the gronn: 15 it had lain, 
| pr time into clay had reſol vd it: lin. 
A potter tound out in its covert 60, Fang, 
| And with part oi far Toby he form'd this brown jug: 
Nou ſacred to ſriendſhliip, and minth, and mild a, 
So here's to m lovely facet Nan of the vale, 
Vale, iveet Nan ci the vale... -- 


S O NG LX Kun. 


J | \ 11 E. ſun Was Nec: ping in the main, 
| | 1 Bright C uh ſilVer'd ail the plain, 


W hea Calin turn'd his team to ret, 
He ſought the las he lov'd the beſt; 
f.s U ann her cat he jog g. 755 al: as, 
Her name was frequent in his ing 
N F 2 
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hut when his errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſoniething cle to do. 


Ile ſwore he did eſteem her more 
Than any maid he'd ſeen before, 
— in tender ſighs proteſting he 
Wou'd conſtant as the turtle be: _ 
Talk'd much of death ſhould the ref ale, 

And us'd ſuch arts as lovers uſe ; 
*Tis fine, ſays Doll, if 'tis but true; 

But now—1've ſomething elſe to do. 


Iler pride then Colin thus addreſe'd 
Forgive me, Doll, I di but jeſt, 

T 0 her that's kind 1'l] conitact prove, 
But truſt me, I'll ne'er qie tor love: 

Though firſt the did his c urtthip ſcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn, 
Dear . I was jeſting too. 

in -I've nothing ele to do. 


S ON G IXXxII. 


WI wine is alone the briik fountain of mirth, 

| Whence jollity Tongs 5, and contentment has 
birth; | 

What mortals fo happy as we who combine, 

And fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 

No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Neu care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, Jet us ORs 


Our laws are our own, not inforc'd by the crown 

And we ſtand to them fair, till we tauly {all 3 : 

At acts or repeals we diſduin to repine, 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine 

To Cæſar, and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us is purſue. 
Chorus. To Ca) ar, '&c. 


His Worſhip ſo grave here may revel and roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth ho ne'er ipoke io er, 


„ 


p r * 
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The parſon here ſtript of his prieſthood's diſguiſe, 

And Chloe s ſcorn'd lover get drunk and grow wiſc ; 

The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 

So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Chorus. The Husband, &c. 


The chace of the bottle ſew accidents wait, 


We ſeldom break necks, tho? we oft crack a pate; 
If wars rife among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 


One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace 


*Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 


Then glass aſter glaſs, my boys let us purſue. 


Chorus. *Tzs this way, & c. 
S ON G IXXIIV. 


LoTwaRa. 


"Ar NEV now ye ſtrive to chore 1 me 
All ye ſweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia Keeps away? 
How {ſhould empty ſunihine warm ne, 
While Lotharia keeps away? 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the tmiling (kv; 
Svreeter notes her voice can give ine, 
Softer ſunthine fills her eye. 
SWCeter notes, Kc, 


SONG LXXXV. 


TOVE, when he ſaw my Fanny's face, 
With wond'rous paſſion mov'd, 
Forgot the care of human race, 
and found at once he lov'd. 
Then to the god of ſoft defire 
His ſuit he thus addrelt; 
1 Fanny love, with mutual fire; 


O touch her tender breaſt! 
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Your ſuit is hopeleſs, Cupid crics, 
I lov'd the maid before: 
What! rival me, the Power replies, 
M hom gods and men adore. | 
He graſp'd the bolt, he ſhook the ſprings 
Of his imperial throne, 
While Cupid flap'd his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone. 


O'er earth and ſeas the god he flew, 
But ſtill no ſnelter found; | 
For, as he fled, the dangers grew, | 
And light'ning flafh'd around : 
At laſt his trembling fear impells 
His flight to Fanny's eyes; | 
| Where happy, ſafe, and pleasd edu Ils, 
| Nor minds his native tkics. 


SON G LXXXVI. 
ALLAN-W TER. 


c AY. muſc, what numbers vill relate, 
* What verſe be tant o Marge my Annie? 
On her ten thouſand graces wait: 
Each ſ vain admires, and own's ſhe's bouny, 
Since fit the trod the hy py plain, 
She ſet each youthful heart on fire; 
Each nymph dees t her ;wain complain, 
That Annie Kindle nac deſie. 


This lovely dar lin x, deareſt care, 
This new de ght, this char, ing Annie, 
Like um revs clown, Alis troll. £0 jar, 


When Flara s fro 7% ic tree cs un ye, 
All day th- am mus ths © on VEN, | 

Joy ous ihe y Nut play betore her; 
All nie. e fue ho ore: vg! „ 


In lil. fu . . 1215 they 111 40 Ae ner. 


Among th- ee Am nter ca e. 

He led, be l., d. f bon“. to Annie; 
His rng lieh ela- it his flame, 

His v. Oda were low, his wies many. 
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With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould 1 deceive ye? 
Alus! your love muſt be deny'd, 
This deſtin'd breaſt can ne er relieve ye. 


Young Damon came with Cupid's art, 

His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ſtole away my virgin heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yon der plain the nymphs are many; 
Then chuie ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leuve to Damon his own Annie. 


SONG LXXXVI. 


HE wanton ak, that pierces hearts, 

Dips in gall his pointed darts; 
But the nymph diidains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewell lovers, when they re cloy'd. 
If lm ſcorn'd becauſe enjov'd, 
Sure the ſanear\ ops are ſree 
To rid me of dull company. 


| They have charms, whili mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my eale; 
No jealous fears iny love moleit, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


Why ſhou'd they ever give me pain. 
Who to give me joy di:dain ? 

All! hope of mortal man, 

Is to love me- uhilſt he can. 


SONG 1. XXXVII. 


V OC NG Roger of the mill, 
One morning very ſoon, 
Put on his belt apparel, 

New hoſe and clouted ſhoon ; 
And he a wooing came | 
To bonny buxome Nell; 
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Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
Ike thee wond'rous well. 


My horſes I have dreſt, 
And gi'n them corn and hay, 
Tut on my belt apparet : 
And having come this way, 
Let's fit and chat a while 
With chee. my bonny Nell; 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
I'ſe like thy perſon well. 


' Young Roper, you're miſtaken, | 
The damſel then reply d, 


I 'm nor in ſuch : haſte 


To be a plowman's bride ; 
No, I yet live in hopes 
To marry a farmer', {on : 
If it be fo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; 
Sweet miſtreſs, 1 have done. 


Tour horſes you have dreſt, 
Good Hodge, 1 heard you ſay, 
Put on yvrr beſt apparel; 

And being come this way, 
Come ie cn a whe: 
O no indeed, not I, 
PI neither wait, nor fat, nor prat, 
| Pre other fiſh to fry. 


Go take your farmer's ſon, 
With all my honeſt heart; 
What tho* my name be Roger, 
That goes at plow and cart, 

I need not tarry long, 
I foon may gain a wife ? 


There's buxome Joan, it is well known, 


She loves me as her life. 


Pray what of buxome joan? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well? 
For ſhe has ne'er a penny, 

And I am buxome Nell; 
And I have fifty ſhillings : 


The money made him ſail: ; i 
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Oh then, my dear, 1'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while. 


Within the ſpace of half an hour 


Thele two a bargain ſtruck, 
Hoping that with their money _ 

They both wou'd have good luck. 
To your fiſty 1 have forty, 

With which a cow we'll buy; 


Mell join our hands in wedlock bands; 


Then who but "ru and 1 ? 


$ 0 N G IXXXIx. 


HENCE. comes it, neighbour Dick, = 
That you, with taſte uncommon, 


Hare play'd the girls this trick, 
T And wedded an old woman? 


Happy Dick. 


Fach Belle condemns the choice 


Of a youth fo gay and iprightiy ; 


But we, your friends, rejoice, 


That you have judg'd ſo * 


Tho? odd to ſome it ſounds, . 
That on threeſcore you ventur'd: 


Let in ten thouſand pounds, 


Ten thouſand charms are center's. 


Brown, we know, will fade, 


As doth the thort-liv'd flow'r; 
Nor can the taireit maid 
Inſure her bloom an hour. 


Then wiſely you reſign, 


For fixty, charms to tranſient, 


As the curious value coin 


The more tor being ancient. 


* ih joy your ſpouſe ſhali ſee 
The fading beauties round her, 


And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 


'I he fame that firſi you found hav. 


E 


Oſt is che married ſtate 
With jealouſies attended; 
And hence, thro' foul debate, 


The nuptial joys ſuſpended: | By 
Zut you, with ſuch a wiſe, 35 Ac 
No jealous fears are under, : 
She's yours alone for life, 5 
Or much we all ſhall wonder. e | | 
Her death wou'd grieve you ſore, 1 
But let not that torment you! — II. 
O'my life, ſhe'll ſee fourſcore, | eo 
If that will but content ou. { Br 
On thus you may rely, os 
For the pains you took to win her, = 4 
She Il ne er in child bed die, 5 1 
| Unleſs the d—T's in her. 1 
Some have the name of hell | J v 


Too matrimony given; 
How falſely, you can tell, 


Who find it ſach a heaven. | 
With you, each day and night Ds | | 
- Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs ; 2. 
While envious virgins bite 85 
The hated ſheers for madneſs. A 
Wich ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs u 
Y'had miſe'd in any other; wv 
And when you've bury'd this, | OO. 
May you have ſuch another. = 
Obſerving hence, from ou, ll 
In marriage ſuch decorum, 7 Nt 
Our wiſer vouth ſhall do „ „ 
As you Have done before em. | 4 1 
| Happy Dick.. | 
, 1 T 
5 SONG XC = 
N a bank of flowers, in a ſummer day. v. 
Inviting and undrelt, | ; 
In her bloom of youth, fair Celia lay, 


With love | and 2 Leep — 


[ = 


When a youthful ſwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt the fair maid ſurpriie ; 
With a fa, la, la, Ja, Ja, 1a, la, 
But fear'd * ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide ; 

And the ſleeping nymph did thoſe charms diſcloſe 

Which waking the would hide; | 

Then his breath grew ſhort, and his pulſe beat 1i_h. 
lle longed to touch what he chauc d to Ipy 3 : 
F Withafa, la, kc. | 

But duril net ſtill draw nigh, 


All amaz'd, he tood, with her beauties fir d, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, and the gods der d. 
| That Celia might be kind: 1 
| ; When, with 1 grown bold, he advanc'd amain, 
But ſlie laugh'd aloud in a dreain, and * 
| 
| 


With a ta, la, &c. 
Repell'd the timorous ſwain. 


FTet the am'rous youth, to relieve his pain, 

Ihe flumb'ring maid careſs d; 

And with trembling hand, (O che limple fan, 
Fler glowing boſom preſs d: 

When the virgin wak' d, and aſfrighted flew. 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he wou'd om: 
With a fa, la, &c. 

_ But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her ir, 
N Himſelf he thus accts'd, | 
{| Whata dell anda ſtupid fool was „ 2 
That ſuch a chance abus'd? + 
| To my ſhame 'twill now on the plain be 1. 
| Damon a virgin a- ſleep — | 
With a fa, la, &c. | 
Yet le: her g9 7 a maid, 

G 
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SONG XCl. 
Ld UNE, Let ambition fir EF toy Mind, 


V THAT is love, fant altic boy ? 
Does he give a bliſs tuncerc 7 
Short and tranſient is the joy 
Simple mortals hold ſo dear 


Bacchus yields but gay deccit. 
That our ſenſes eals awiy ; 

Who unhurt did e'cr retre:t, 
That enjoy'd him one whole d ay - 


Join but friendſhip then to love, 
And obſerve what joys appear, 
Once unite 'em, and you'll prove 
Earth can give a bliſs ſincere. 


Mingle friendſhip in the glaſs, : 
And ſublimer j joys ſhall flow ; 


Wing'd with peace the hours ſhall paſs, 
Tune his frowns of age forego. 


_ Friendſhip, thee VII ever ſing, 
Beſt and pureſt gift of Jove, 
Thou ſhalt ſound on every firing, 
Source of j Joy , and ſum of love. | 


8 ON XCU. 


7 U NE, 1 ton Drum. 


7 HEN I think on this warld's peit, 

And how little 1 ha'e o't my elf; 

I ſigh when I look on my thread-bare coat, 
And ſhume fa? the gear and the bagrie o't. 


Jonny was the lad that held the plough, 

But now he has goud and gear enough; 

I weel mind the day when he was na' worth: a gront, 
And ſhame ſa', &c. 


jenny was the laſs that be che brrc, 
Eut now Jhe goes in her ſilken ature : 


Aud 5 
And 1. 


et a 
Laue bt 
I h. 
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* 
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Aud he was 1 lais mio wore a plaiding coat, 


And {lame fa', &c. 


| yer a' this ſhall never danton me, 


dae lang's 1 keep my fancy fice; 
While 1've but a peruny to pay Vother pot, 
My the d- take the gear and the bagrie o“. 


SONG XCIII. 


IIII. LIS, as her wine ſhe ſip'd in, 
Gaily talking with her iwain, 
Juto her hand he ly flip'd in 
V 
A ſull glaſs of briſk champaign. 
Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle? 
 MuſtI always ſigh in vain? 
Muſt I never hope to tickle 
Tod, bal, Ac. 
Your ear with a merry rain? 


Long have I been toſs'd and fretting 8. 
Like a ſailor on the main; 
Sure, at length, tis time to get in 
Tol, lol, as 
To the port 1 hope to gain. 
Hearts you take delight in te: aling, 
Of new conqueſts {till are vain; 
Torture others, hilſt I'm feeling 
Tol, lil. Ke. - 
Plcature that is void of pain. 
Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 
And ſtrom love could not retram ; 
So in the nick the nymph was finely 
Tol, lol, «Cc. 
Futed for her cold diſdain, 


SONG XV. 


OUNG Colin proteſts l'm his joy and a. 
_ He's ever unhappy when I'm from bis 1 
lle wants to be with ine, wherever 1 go 
The. 0 {ure is in him for plaguing nc 60 
* 2 
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„ 


Nis pleaſure all Jay is to fit by my fide, 

ze pipes and he tings, tho' 1 frown and 1 chide ; 
! bid him depart, but he ſmiling ſays, No 

Ihe duce mult be in him ſor plaguing me 10 


e often requeſts me his pain to relieve; 
I atk him what favour he hopes to receive! ? 
His anſwer's a ügh, while in bluſhes 1 glow : 
What mortal belides him would plague a maid ſo ? 


| This breaſt-knot he yeſterday 1 4 from the wake, 5 


He ſoftly intreated 1'd wear for his ſake : 
Such tritles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 
I ure deſerve more tor his plaguing mc ſo ! 


He hands me each eve to the cot from the Si 
He meets me each morn 10 conduct me again: 
But what's his intention I with | could know; 
For 1'd rather be marcied than plagu 'd with hinz io. 


SONG þ © 6 


0 take i in good part the ferns of the hand, 
That language of lovers who dare not demand, 
and then with another as cloſe and as dear, 
You've made him believe his happineſs near. 
_ You've made him believe, &c. 
Then to tell him a tale of a cock and a bull. 
Ihat you meant no ſuch thing, but was playing the tool. 
That you meant no ſuch thing, &c. 


11 he tread on the toe to admit and be free, 
And ſtrait to reply with the toe-repartee, 
+ expreſs with your eyes your inward deſires, 
Aid thus with füll hopes to kindle his ares. 
Ihen to tell him, &c. | 


When he wants to diſcloſe what be dare not reveal, 
WW hen he looks very filly, and means a great deal, 
When he thiuks (if eber thinking thould enter his brain) 
_ Yow'll now grant his wiſh, the cauſe of hi, pain. 

Ihen to tell him, &c. | 


To let him enraptur'd procces on to bliſs, 
e toffer the ſnatch or the theft of a Site, 


W 
* 


: 


* 
. 
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When coyneſs retreating unwikingly flies, 
When fighs anſwer murmurs, and eyes talk to eyes, 
1 hen to ich him, &c. 


SONG XCVI. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
_4 Each lad with his laſs hither come, 

With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt- home, harveſt- — 
To celebrate harveſt-home. 

'Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harvelt-home, harveſt-home, 
To celebrate harveſt - home. 


Our labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore, 


Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then take for his prong and his rake - 
His cann and his laſs in his hand: 
For Ceres, &c. Bn 


No courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth ; 


While thus we carouſe, with our ſweet- heat, or ſpouſ: . 


And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth: 
When Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, | 
To celebrate harveſt-home, harveit-howe, 
Jo celebrate harveſt- home. 


SONG xcvn. 


O tis let us never be flares, 
L Nor the fate of to- morrow inquire, 
Old wizards and gyphies arg kay 05, 
And the devil, we know, is a linz. 
Then drink off a bumper v hill vou may, 
He's a fool and an ais 
That will baulk a full gls 
For fear of another day 


Ve e' laugh, and we mw bro, tho? our hairs are greys 


„ 


SONG XCYII. 


NE evening Goad- hamour took Wit as Ks gueſl. 
Keſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt: 

Their liquor was clarer, and friendthip their hoſt, 

And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſh'd̃ each tout. 


But whilſt, like true bucks, chey enjoy'd their deſign, 
For the joy of a buck lies in love, mirth, and wine, 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a rude knock; 


And the waichman hoarle bellow'd, *Tis — virgly: 


_ o'clock! 


Y hev quickly run down, the dilurbing dog ſound, 
and up ſtairs they drapg'd the impertinent hound; 


nen brought to the light, how much were they plead, 15 


| To tee 'was the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz- dd 


His glaſs as his lanthorn, his ſcythe as his pole, 
And his ſingle lock danplin g a. down his ſmooth ſcull 


My triends, quoth, he, conghing, I thought fit to knock, 


And bid you begone ; for tis patt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage, On this advice fix, 
Tho Nature [tricks twelve, Folly (till points to fix. 
He longer had preach'd, bur no longer they'd bear it ; 
So pop's him at once into a hogſhead of claret. 


That's right, crys out Wit. while we're yet in our prime, 


Thert's nothing like claret for killing of Time. 
Huvzal rept ed Mirth, now uo more can he knock, 
Cr impertiacnt tell us, Lis paſt tw e o'clock. 


SONG XCIX. 


7ITH an honeſt old friend, and a merry « Gig ſong, 


| long, 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine 
Th at they muſt ſwig porter, Whilſt I ea irick wine. 


1 envy no mortal, chough ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcorn 1 wretch for his lowly eſtate ; 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, 


Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poornets ol purte, 


224 


And a flaiic of old port, ler me {u the night 
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11 
Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay, 
Let's merrily pals liſe's remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe ; 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we rite. 


SONG CG. 
W 2 you taſte the noontide air ? 
| To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough 
The mantling vine will ſhelter yon.“ 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Phabus ſcorching run. 
Round the languid herds and theep. 

Stretch d ver ſunny hillocks, ſleep, 
While on the hyacinth and rote 
The fair does all alone repote ; 

All alone, — yet in her ar: 

Tour breaſt may Veit to love's alarms, 

Till bleſs'd and blefin g you tnall own 

Ihe joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG CL 


AH ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hi!!“ 
With bluthes adorning the meadows and fel. is; 


The merry, merry, werry horn cas, Crone, com away 7 


Awake from your ſlumbers, and hall the new Cay, 
The merrv, merry, Cc. 


The ſtag rous'd beſore us, away ſecins to fy, 
And pants io the chorus of hounds in full cry; 
Then follow, follow, follow, the muſical chace, 

Where pleaſure and vigorous health you embrace. 

Then 1viiow, follow, Ce. 


The day's ſport, when over, makes blood circle right, 


And gives the briſk lover ireſh charms for the night. 
Then let vs now enjoy al! we can while we may, 


Let love crown the night, As Ou: 1PULES crown ne dar, 


Thea let us, Cr. 


92 


Contented with your chear, my boys, 
Should we be melancholy, boys? 
Damn care, drink on; be Jolly, boys, 

Me're only doom' d to fall, my boxe, 
1 mean not to upbraid you, boys, 


gun 
Sends you to him who made you, ber 


A bottle and kind landlady 


+. 
„* 
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SONG CIL 


| HW and. the glaſs around, 


which we take no care, my boys ? 
How ſtands the glaſs around ? 
Let wine and mirth abound; 
The trumpets ſound ; | 
The colours they do fy, my boys ; 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
As you'll be found | 


On the cold ground. 
Why, ſoldiers, why 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 


Wheſe buſmeſs is to die, 
Why ſigh then, fie! 


Tis he. you, or, 
Cold, hot, wet, or drv, 
We ſcora to fly. 

*Tis but in vain, 


Tis but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain; 4 
The next campai 


Perhaps in pain ; 
But if we remain, 


_ Cures all *. 


FF 1m t 4 


